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adults over 18 only, $2 per minute 


OPINIONS FROM OUR READERS & 
THE LATEST ON THE FORESKIN FRONT 


KPTERS & NEWS 


Uncut loves to hear from its readers 
and encourages you to share your 
feelings about your foreskin (or lack), 
your fantasies, local news items about 
circumcision, as well as your own ex- 
periences through the News & Views 
section. 

Our policy is to indicate only your 
first name and your state at the end 
of your letter. However, your letter 
should be signed, so that we'll know 
it was written by a real person and 
not a lower primate who simply 
gained access to a word processor. 
Send your letters to: Editorial Depart- 
ment, Box 97635, Las Vegas, NV 
89193. 


GORGEOUS TOOL 

I'll bet you’re not surprised at my 
writing this letter about the Septem- 
ber 1991 issue of Uncut. Good golly, 
Miss Molly—where has Peter 
Cruller, the centerfold, been all my 
life? What a gorgeous tool! And so 
is he! 

How about another look at him in 
a future issue? Please, please, 
please? Since I’m sure I’ve never 
seen him before, is he in any videos? 

Uncut just keeps getting better. 

SMC 


California 
(Editor’s note: Peter Cruller, 
photographed by Bel Ami, is from 
Eastern Europe. This was his model- 
ing debut. There haven't been any 
videos from the former Soviet bloc 
countries yet, but who knows what 
the future holds?) 


BEST YET 

| have been a subscriber to Uncut 
for over three years. The magazine 
just keeps getting better and better. 

The latest issue, September 1991, 
is the best ever and has the most 
outstanding photos of natural, uncut 
cocks. 

Every time | look at the photos of 
Michael Mack, | just cream all over 
myself. 

Then | turn to the photos of Ulys- 
ses; excellent. And then the photos 
of Peter Cruller...wow! The best yet! 

| would not have expected more 


from the same issue, but then 
comes Mario, and then Terry Long. 
You have certainly outdone your- 
selves. 
Uncut always shows the most per- 
fect tube-type cocks with just the 
end of the head peaking out, just the 


way | like them. 
If you keep this up, my nuts will 
be constantly sore. 
Don 
Colorado 


KEEP COMING 


Congratulations on your new 


Steven Cox/photo by Old Reliable 
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look! 

Two months between issues of 
Uncut seems endless, and now with 
so much more color, and more 
fabulous foreskins, the wait will be 
even harder to bear. 

| especially wanted to say who 
much | enjoyed the photos of Mario 
taken al fresco. The natural setting 
is just perfect for such a natural 
beauty. 

And | think Peter Cruller is some- 
thing else! That delicious foreskin of 
his looks luscious and the close-up 
of it is out of this world! 

Please, let’s have more photos of 
Peter and his uncut peter! 

| don’t know if | could stand it if he 
showed it hard, but I’m willing to try! 

The stories are great, as always. | 


especially like the “New Adventures 
of Skinhunter.” 
Please keep Uncut coming! 
Peter Leko 
Washington 


IN LOVE 

| know you’ve heard it all before, 
but the September issue of Uncut 
has it made! 

The photography is superb and 
the content is amazing. Did | count 
nine photo sets? 

The new printing gets first prize. 

| lost all control when | saw Ulys- 
ses! | think I’m in love. | could be a 
happy man with that prick in me— 
either end! 

Actually, I'd spread my legs for 
them all, one after the other! 

Now | have to go back and read 
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the stories. 
Ken 
London 


HAPPY AGAIN 
Just a note to let you know how 
happy | am with the changes in 
Uncut. The paper quality is better 
and the photos look better. 
Bill 
New York 
(Editor’s note: Thanks to all the 
readers who wrote about the addi- 
tion of more pages, more color, and 
the new paper beginning with the 
September 1991 issue. Uncut 
began over five years ago as a 
small circulation magazine with a 
limited audience and an uncertain 
future. Reader loyalty has helped it 
to grow and improve.) 


JOHN & BRIAN 

| just had to write and say | have 
been hard and dripping ever since | 
saw the September 1991 issue. My 
eight-inch cock is in love with both 
John and Brian from the “Show Us 
Your Skin!” section. 

If these guys are even in New Jer- 
sey, gee, | hope they'll advertise 
somewhere and say they were in 
Uncut so | could invite them to stop 
by. 

John 
New Jersey 


THE RING 

| have read all the printed matter 
pertaining to foreskin restoration | 
could find and have employed many 
of the techniques described therein 
with varying degrees of success. 

There is a method | am interested 
in investigating, where a platinum 
ring is implanted under the skin to 
hold it in place. 

If any of your readers could help 
me obtain information on this sub- 
ject, | would be grateful. 

RDK 
California 
(Editor’s note: We not sure we've 
ever heard of the method you 
describe, but we hope other 
readers have and can fill us in.) 


FIRST ISSUE 

| recently bought my first issue of 
Uncut as part of a magazine pack- 
age. The issue | got was January 
1991. | look at the uncut dicks in it 
and it just turns me on! | think uncut 
dicks are so hot! 

Unfortunately, like most young 
men born in Michigan in the 1950s, | 
was circumcised. | often wish | 
wasn't. 

Are there any safe ways that one 


could use to regain his foreskin? | Cherokee/photo by Old Reliable 
would be interested in learning more. 
Scott 

Michigan 
(Editor’s note: Hopefully, Scott, 
you're a regular reader by now and 
have looked through the “Organs” 
section of this issue, where you'll 
find a number of places to contact 
for information.) 


LOU’S LYRICS 

As of this writing, we're still wait- 
ing to hear the lyrics to Lou Reed’s 
new song, “Harry's Circumcision” 
from his album, Magic and Loss. A 
source in Rolling Stone magazine 
said the album was ‘“‘a meditation on 
loss and salvation.” 

Lou Reed, the avant-garde rock- 
poet of the New York art scene for 
the past twenty-five years, recently 
had a book of his lyrics, Between 
Thought and Expression, published 
by Hyperion Books —which is 
owned by Disney, which once threw 
Lou and the Velvet Underground out 
of Disneyland in Southern California 
for causing trouble. 


DOCTOR NOT LIABLE 
FOR CROOKED PENIS 

A Ft. Lauderdale jury ruled that a 
doctor did not botch a 1987 penile 
implant that left the patient’s penis 
tilting 90 degrees to the right. The 
plaintiff, in his early 40s, complained 
of the extreme “right angulation,” 
pain, and inability to have sex. He 
said that one doctor warned him he 
risked having his penis explode if he 
tried to have sex. 

Penile implants are utilized in 
cases of physical impotency. 


CANADIAN CIRCS DECLINE 

According to a statement by Per- 
rin Beatty, Canadian Minister of Na- 
tional Health and Welfare, 
circumcision is declining in Canada. 
“It appears that the rate of infant cir- 
cumcisions in Canada is about one- 
fifth of all male infants, as performed 
by fee-for-service physicians. The 
latest statistics available are for 1988 
89. This rate has been declining 
gradually over the last decade,” ac- 
cording to Mr. Beatty. 

In response to a query by COPAC © 
(Coalition of People Against Circum- 
cision), the Minister said, “The 
Canadian Paediatric Society policy 
on circumcisions is that there is no 
medical indication for routine circum- 
cision during the neonatal period. 
They state that claims of circum- 
cision preventing diseases or ill- 
nesses are unfounded. The Society 
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has been actively working with its 
members to eliminate the practice of 
routine or unnecessary circum- 
cisions in the neonatal period.” 


SPOCK HONORED 

The Second International Sym- 
posium on Circumcision, which was 
held in San Francisco April 30, 1991, 
presented Dr. Benjamin Spock, 
M.D., its first Human Rights Award. 
Dr. Spock, the author of Baby and 
Child Care, the most famous child 
care manual in history, reversed his 
position in circumcision. 

The Symposium lasted four days 
and offered lectures, reports, and 
workshops designed for physicians, 
care-givers, and laypersons. Both 
male and female circumcision were 
covered in the event, which 
garnered world press attention in 
this second year. (San Francisco 
columnist Herb Caen snipped, 
“What is there to say about circum- 
cision for four days?” Perhaps he 
should have attended.) 

Information on a video tape of the 
Symposium is available by sending 
a stamped, self-addressed envelope 
to: NOCIRC, Box 2512, San Ansel- 
mo, CA 94979. 


UNCUT VIDEO 


(continued from page 91) 


white masters; that’s how you rise 
above your station. 

At least that’s the propaganda the 
Caucasians put out. The truth is, 
Julio will always and only be a play- 
thing. The white men in Brian 
Brennan’s drama all want to marry 
Puerto Rican studs; on the one hand 
they all want to be treated like 
elegant white women who have 
some mysterious sway over their 
dusky lovers—on the other hand 
they want to be treated like equals, 
like young Rican colts, throbbing 
with sexual prowess. 

Tony Vanilla and Tony Montana 
and Vic and maybe even the artist, . 
Brian, would give you the old argu- 
ments about: Keeping these kids off 
the street, keeping them out of 
trouble, making something of their 
lives, teaching them self-respect, 
etc. And some viewers might agree 
with them. 

Consider that all those platitudes 
of altruism have a single common 
denominator. It’s not that sex is the 
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means of exchange (that goes 
without saying), it’s the perpetuation 
of that oppressive, colonialist at- 
titude itself. Snap too and be like me 
and you, too, can exploit the next 
generation, be they Caucasian, 
Hispanic, male or female. Learn 
how to play the game, my game, 
and you can use it to your ad- 
vantage —when I’m finished with 
you, that is. 

There is nothing more dramatically 
apparent than the difference in 
sexuality in Spanish Harlem Knights: 
the Caucasian gamut runs from 
vacuum-cleaner Vic to perverse 
Tony Montana (even the Marquis de 
Sade, a consummate watch-queen 
himself, would have found Montana 
a bit...removed) to the patrician art- 
ist, Brian, who would rather they 
didn’t get a hard-on, thank you. 

The Latino passions, on the other 
hand, are flat-out sexual, hot- 
blooded and aggressive —sex as the 
great communicator. It’s genderless 
and classless. Of course, there’s 
some “Suck that big dick,” but it’s al- 
ways stated as a fact, not a threat. 
(In fact, no one in this video could 
say “Suck that average-sized dick,” 
because there aren't any.) 

And it is the sex among the Puer- 
to Ricans that is the most joyous 
aspect of Spanish Harlem Knights. 
Given what looks like some free rein 
over their sexuality, SHK sparkles 
with dazzling combinations: duos, 
threeways, even a couple of mini- 
orgies. Sex rears its lusty head just 
about anywhere. 

Part of the plot stems from Julio’s 
journey for a new place to live, and 
how sex is part and parcel of his 
journey. When he is among his 
peers, he is a highly-charged sexual 
animal, and sex often gets him in 
hot water. Like, he’d rather fuck all 
night than get up early and go look 
for a job. 

At one point, he wants to move in 
with Rico Sauve, the unofficial Don 
of these unorganized Spanish Har- 
lem soldiers — but Sauve has a 
girlfriend (unseen) and she doesn't 
want anyone sharing their security- 
building digs. But Rico finds him 
another place to stay, with Tony 
Montana (the watch-queen), for 
whom Rico had worked in the past. 

Julio has compounded problems 
that only life itself, good advice, and 
supportive friends can help him 
work out. He really is an everyman 
in that sense, regardless of race, 
and his situation is hardly unique. 
it’s touching how Brennan, the direc- 


tor, has manages to tap into the sen- 
sibilities of the relationship between 
Rico Sauve, the savior, and Julio, 
the lost. In a compelling scene, after 
Sauve has gotten Julio into a fairly 
stable situation, Rico sits the youth 
down for a heart-to-heart talk that is 
part-Goodfellas and partly from 
some natural spring of wisdom. 

In a scene where one of Vic’s 
models gets found out by his wife or 
girlfriend when she discovers a 
magazine he appears in hidden 
under the kitchen sink, you can the 
tension with a knife. As she stands 
there, confronting him, waving her 
hand back and forth over the pages 
like a blackjack dealer with a full 
table, she questions him over and 
over: “What is this? What is this? 
What are these pictures? | don’t like 
these pictures.” 

The acting is so naturalistic, it’s 
hard to imagine anyone is actually 
acting. Brennan demonstrates a 
knack for using universal sym- 
bolism: situations occur exactly the 
way you expect they would happen, 
almost stereotypically without resort- 
ing to parody. 

Beyond this slice-of-life texture, 
events are clearly constructed to 
move the characters and the 
viewers toward the same con- 
clusions. After the countless or- 
gasms — this cast is so enormous, 
you can easily lose count in four 
hours— some things add up. Some 
things are changed, some things _ 
never change. The wall between the 
myth and the reality is maintained. 

While Spanish Harlem Knights 
promises to give you four hours of 
pulse-pounding, red-blooded Puerto 
Rican superstuds in heat, it actually 
delivers a lot more. It rips the cur- 
tains off the windows of New York's 
Hispanic home turf and lets you 
crawl into the sack with both the 
men who have the fever and the 
men who gave them the fever in the 
first place. 

For an independent video produc- 
tion, this is top of the line, technical- 
ly cohesive, with solid videography 
and conscientious editing. Although 
the story moves all over Manhattan 
and the Bronx, the video manages 
to keep everything on a textural 
even keel. 

As for Spanish Harlem Knights’ 
foreskin quotient, the only place | 
can think of where you might possib- 
ly find more foreskin than this in four 
hours is in a steambath in San Juan 
itself. 

—John W. Rowberry 


THE 
NEW 


ADVENTURES 
OF SKINHUNTER 


SPANISH LACE 


The road from Seville to Cadiz was 
no freeway, it was narrow and 
choked with traffic, and the day was 
hot and sultry...and my tiny Spanish- 
made Fiat was not air-conditioned. 
So when | saw a sign indicating a 
detour through the mountain town 
of Jerez de la Frontera, | didn’t 
hesitate. | swung out of the traffic 
and into a world of quiet. 

Ahead, in the distance, | could 
just faintly glimpse the mountains. 
So | settled down for a quiet trip 
through the endless fields of grape 
vines and sunflowers, already enjoy- 
ing the coolness of the traffic-free 
and tree-shaded lanes. 

| thought of the night before, in 
Seville, where | had allowed myself 
to be picked up by an Australian 
tourist. The evening had been, by 
turns, both annoying and very pleas- 
ing. Once we were alone in his 
room, the Australian had announced 
that he really wasn’t gay but that he 
wanted to try fucking a guy...just 
once. 

Everyone has heard a stupid line 
like this, but | didn’t even roll my 
eyes, | just went along with his little 
fantasy. As that night, and later 
events would prove, tolerating vir- 


gins and beginners usually pays off 
for a skilled and patient teacher... 
When the eager young Aussie 
from the back of beyond dropped 
his pants, and | had a chance to 
view the merchandise, | was glad | 
hadn’t moved on to shop elsewhere 
for an experienced bed partner. 
“You have a cock like a kangaroo 


Experience 
has taught me 
that nobody 
ever does things 
they absolutely 
don’t want 

to do 


tail,” | told him. He blushed, and his 
sunburned nose turned an alarming 
fiery red. Suddenly | had the feeling 
that maybe his line wasn’t a line at 
all. 

“Can | put it up your arse,” he 
asked shyly. 

“All in good time,” | murmured, 


and went into my whore routine that 
| have been told is guaranteed to 
throw open the tightest closet door. 

The Aussie was eager and willing, 
and the preliminary tit-chewing and 
dick-dancing were being mentally 
cataloged for use back in Wolla- 
gong. Eventually, he got his wish. | 
raised my ass, and invited him to 
ream my shit chute. 

He did. Easily and confidently. | 
felt myself being wonderfully split 


apart. 

“Hey,” | moaned, “I thought you 
hadn't done anything like this 
before.” 

“Not with a guy. | practiced on 
fruit...you know, watermelon.” 

| went into a fit of laughter that 
shook my whole body, and coin- 
cidentally added a new dimension of 
pleasure as | jiggled on his huge 
pole. 

The memory of that, the first of 
three glorious fucks, caused me to 
wriggle appreciatively as | 
daydreamed behind the wheel. 

At that exact moment the engine 
of my car cut out completely, and | 
slowly came to a halt on a grassy 
verge. 

An hour later only two cars had 
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There is no cure for HIV. But there is an expanding array of 
treatment options. The AIDS/HIV Treatment Directory, published by the 
American Foundation for AIDS Research (AmFAR) is a “user-friendly” guide 
to the full range of approved and experimental treatments, presented in a 
clear but comprehensive format for people with HIV disease and their 
primary-care physicians. 

A paid subscription to the Directory is the best way to guarantee 
receiving this vital information regularly. A subscription is also an ideal way 
to support the important, on-going efforts of AmFAR to raise desperately 
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needed funds to underwrite research and education about HIV disease. A one- 
year subscription (4 issues) is only $30.00. To subscribe, or to make a 
contribution, send your check to AmFAR. 

Your options may be greater than you think. 


American Foundation for AIDS Research 
1515 Broadway, New York, NY 10036 
People with HIV disease who cannot afford a paid subscription may obtain a complimentary 
copy by calling the National AIDS Information Clearinghouse at 1+800+458*5231. 


passed me and neither had 

stopped. As the time dragged by, 
my mind flicked between annoyance 
that | knew nothing about car en- 
gines, and sustaining horny 
memories of the night before. 

The third car to come along did 
stop. A young priest in a soutane 
stepped out, the skirt of his clerical 
garb catching on his emergency 
brake. | was treated to a sudden 
flash of a husky well-formed leg and 
thigh...and red bikini underwear. 

“Can | be of assistance, my son?” 
The voice was low and pleasant; a 
perfect match for the body of a 
linebacker and the impressive head 
with its strong features and steady 
blue eyes. 

Okay, | was in love. 

Don’t sneer. This kind of thing 
does happen outside of romance 
novels. | was smitten. An emotion 
that turns the most experienced 
stud into jelly. | could see the priest 
was bewildered by my loony expres- 
sion...and then staggered by my 
first, instinctive and thoughtlessly un- 
edited, words. 

“Let’s screw, Father.” 

There was a moment's silence 
while | mentally castrated myself, 
and the young priest struggled with 
his English. He wasn’t sure he had 
understood me correctly... 

| watched his eyes. They raked up 
and down my body...and then he 
knew | had said what he had 
thought | had said...and | could 
sense that he found the idea appeal- 
ing... 

Am | a lucky guy, or what? 

But | had to make it easy for him. 

“| need a ride into Jerez de la 
Frontera to find a mechanic,” | said, 
in Spanish. 

“I’m happy to oblige 
a...stranger,” he replied, formally 
and cautiously. 

Poor guy. He had stopped to be 
helpful, and now | had thrown him 
into a spiritual crisis. But | wasn’t 
feeling guilty about it. Experience 
has taught me that nobody ever 
does things they absolutely don’t 
want to do. And since | find being 
gay a lot of fun, I’m never ever likely 
to persuade anyone against male 
sex. 

But after | had thrown my gear 
into his car and settled into the front 
seat, any misgivings vanished. Holy 
hot-stuff gave my thigh an apprecia- 
tive squeeze, and said, “I know a 
quiet spot where you will find what 
you want.” Then he gunned the en- 
gine and off we sped. 


Five minutes on he turned into a 
cart track leading into a sunflower 
field. The plants wouldn’t be har- 
vested for another month yet, but 
they were already lush and nearly 
six feet high. Their leaves whipped 
at the car, a sharp and suggestive 
sound like leather on flesh. 

We burst out of the sunflowers 
and into a tree-shaded glade that 


RSS SSS SESS 
The red bikini 
was around 
Diego’s ankles, 
and his hand 
was still hidden 
beneath his 
black garment. 


sloped down to a wide spot in a fast- 
flowing stream. 

The priest had introduced himself 
as Diego. He hadn't said “father” 
Diego, and he had pointedly 
stopped calling me ‘‘my son.” But 
when we stepped out into the glade 
it was as though he were having 
second thoughts. He was silent for a 
while, then shyly suggested | might 
like to bathe in the river. 

Glad to get rid of travel grime, and 
knowing that nakedness is always a 
move in the right direction, | 
stripped off and turned and ran into 
the stream. But Diego didn't follow; 
he sat down fully clothed on the 
bank, watching me... 

| was disappointed, but not 
surprised. | was no stranger to the in- 
hibitions of gay clergymen. So | told 
myself to cool it, and not to spook 
the poor guy. | began to wash 
myself carefully, always conscious 
of Diego’s eyes fixed on me. 

| know what makes me hot when 
I’m watching a hunky guy bathe. So 
| put on a show for Diego...imagin- 
ing myself through his eyes...seeing 
my leaf-dappled body standing 
strong and defiant in the rushing 
stream. | scooped up water and let it 
splash over my head and 
shoulders...and | knew he saw the 
beads of moisture sparkle in the 
hard and grainy skin of my nipples. | 
know he followed the silky move- 
ment of a rivulet of water down 
across my belly, through the cloud 
of red pubic hair, down along the 
shaft of my dick...until it hit the thick 
vein that angled snakelike, hugging 


the ridge as it circled around and 
down into the clump of foreskin veil- 
ing my cockhead...then he must 
have seen it swell importantly before 
falling back into the fast-moving 
water. 

He saw, and he was envious, and 
his hand reached up under his cleri- 
cal skirts... 

| made my act a little rawer. | 
spread my legs and washed out my 
ass...let him see my balls dance 
provocatively ...| stuck two fingers 
up my ass and spread the rosy puck- 
er. 

The red bikini was around Diego's 
ankles, and his hand was still hidden 
beneath his black garment... 

It was slow work getting this man 
to do what he really wanted to do, 
but | knew it would be worth it. 

| cleaned my cockhead, pulling 
my foreskin back and bathing the 
velvet redness in cold, clear 
water. ..letting the excess drip like 
pre-cum from my piss slit. | made 
myself get slowly hard...hearing his 
breathing become harsher as | got 
bigger and bigger. 

Diego unbuttoned the lower half 
of his soutane. Now his belly and 
crotch were naked to my gaze, al- 
though shadowed by the tent-like 
opening of his clothing, which was 
still buttoned from just below his 
chest. In the shadow was a towering 
pole of manhood buried in a mass 
of black crotch hair. It was thick and 
hard, and laced with plump 
veins...and crowned with a garland 
of puckered foreskin. 

It was time to turn up the heat. 

| moved closer to Diego and lay 
down on a spit of sand, but with my 
ass and legs still in the river and 
facing upstream. Water boiled 
around the dam created by my 
crotch, cresting and breaking over 
my balls and around my hard dick. 
Slowly | retracted my own foreskin 
until it was wreathed around the 
glans of the cherry-red, helmet- 
shaped cockhead. 

Then | reached up and took each 
nipple between my fingers and 
squeezed and teased tits made hard 
and bristly by the cool water. | let 
my hands play lasciviously over my 
entire chest and belly, willing Diego 
to feel my body as | was feeling 
it...willing him to know how firm 
muscle under smooth skin feels to a 
loving touch. 

At the top of my cock | saw the 
first oozing of pre-cum emerge from 
my piss slit. | collected some of the 
precious stuff on a forefinger and 
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then spread it slowly and sensuous- 
ly on my lips and tongue. 

Diego’s hand was moving rhythmi- 
cally along his huge penis, his eyes 
glazed and fixed hypnotically on me. 

Then suddenly the focus 
changed; not in surprise but in ex- 
pectation. 

| looked over at the newcomer. A 
naked man on a grey Andalusian 
stallion was entering the stream. 
From the mahogany-colored skin | 
could tell that the newcomer was a 
Gypsy...tall, thin, tightly muscled, kit- 
ten-hipped. Luxuriant blue-black 
haired cascaded around his 
shoulders and erupted from his 
crotch. 

The stranger dismounted and 
waded over toward me. The priest 
had expected this man. There was 
no doubt of that...so | was not 
alarmed. 

The Gypsy towered over me, 
paused a second to look over at the 
priest, then knelt astride my chest. 

His cock was still small, the skin 
dark and leathery. The foreskin look- 
ing like velvet drapery. 

| took the bundle of tissue-thin 
skin between my lips, slowly mas- 
saging and tugging at it. | took the 
cock all the way into my mouth...it 
was still small, cool, and rubbery. | 
reached up and took the base of his 
cock between my fingers and began 
retracting the foreskin. As it slithered 
backwards between my lips, his 
cock responded by swelling and 
gradually stiffening up. By the time | 
felt the salty and musky caress of 
his unveiled velvety cockhead at the 
back of my throat, he was fully hard. 

He began to facefuck me...slowly, 
confidently, skillfully. | could still see 
Diego. He was standing now, and 
had moved closer to the water’s 
edge. His soutane, still half-but- 
toned, lewdly framed his excited 
cock. He was no longer masturbat- 
ing, but the cock jutted out like a 
fleshy barber pole. 

| looked up, and.saw that the 
Gypsy’s eyes were fixed on Diego. | 
understood then that both of us 
were hunting the same prey, and 
using the facefucking as a lure. 

It was working. 

Diego stepped into the river and 
the water swept his skirts to one 
side. He was now effectively naked 
from the waist down. In two steps he 
was towering over the both of us, 
his cock going before him like a 
lance. 

The Gypsy withdrew from my 
mouth and stood up. He kissed 
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Diego on the mouth and their cocks 
touched as their bodies came 
together. | saw a tremor pass 
through the priest’s body. Then the 
Gypsy disengaged and circled 
around behind Diego, whose eyes 
were now fixed once again on my 
reclining figure. 

Reaching from behind, his arms 
barely able to circle Diego’s massive 
shoulders, the Gypsy undid the 
remaining buttons on the soutane 
and pushed the garment back off 
Diego’s shoulders and chest. 

Fully naked, Diego was a lustful 
fantasy of muscle and perfect skin 
tone. 

So much had been hidden under 
that clerical garb... | raised myself to 
my knees and swiftly closed my 
mouth over his hot cock. 

He staggered back, and | thought 
for a moment his courage had failed 
him. But then he recovered and 
thrust his cock back into my mouth, 
down my throat...roughly, savagely, 
angry —as | discovered later —that 
he had denied himself these manly 
pleasures for so long. 

The sex that followed was fast 
and intense, with none of the finesse 
that | usually savor. Diego banged 
his cock repeatedly into my throat, 
oblivious to any need to give me 
pleasure. | only remember marvell- 
ing at the thickly plump veins laced 
around that massive cock, squirm- 
ing against my lips. Diego leaned for- 
ward, his hands roughly grasping 
my shoulders for more leverage to 
make his assault even more violent. 
| reached up to cup his firm buns, 
only to find my fingers being 
repeatedly slapped by the Gypsy’s 
belly and upper thighs...Diego was 
being fucked as well as sucked. 

A good baptism. 

When Diego came, torrents of 
creamy jism boiled up in my mouth. 
| tried not to swallow, but just let it fill 
my mouth. When he had jerked out 
the last few drops, | let my head fall 
back with my mouth open so that he 
could see the abundance he had 
gifted me. 

As my tongue arched out, 
covered with love juices, our eyes 
met and | willed him to complete our 
act of lust. 

He didn’t hesitate. His mouth 
closed over mine, and his tongue 
scooped up a share of his own 
sperm. 

We tongued-danced for moment, 
sealing our act of intimacy. 

Then, our mouths still locked 
together, | felt him stiffen and shud- 


der. The Gypsy was unloading his 
cum into the priest’s ass. 

And then | felt the tenseness melt 
away. Diego uncoupled from our 
embrace and fell back on the sand 
spit, his eyes closed in 
pleasure...and relief. He was laugh- 
ing, delightedly. His young face was 
glowing. 

| looked at the Gypsy. 

“He has come to this spot for 
over a month at siesta time, when | 
water my horse. | knew what he real- 
ly came for... knew he was strug- 
gling with himself. But he couldn't 
do what we both wanted to do. He 
would watch me and masturbate, 
but...” The Gypsy shrugged, baffled 
by human nature. “You made the dif- 
ference.” He smiled and moved 
toward his horse, grazing on the 
other bank. 

“You don’t have to go...” 

“Enjoy him today. Teach him 
what he needs to know. There will 
be other siestas for me and the 
priest.” 

Soon he and the horse had disap- 
peared into the field of giant 
sunflowers. 

| turned back to Diego. He was 
still lying on the sand, but now his 
eyes were open. Blue, blue...and 
mischievous... Blue eyes, black hair, 
pale olive skin...an Iberian Apollo 
calling to me...untutored, but eager 
to learn about man sex... 

Am | a lucky guy, or what? A 
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| had a gig as a waiter in a nice res- 
taurant downtown. Expensive, but 
the food was good and so was the 
service. 

There’s lots of pressure in a busy 
restaurant. Some waiters would 
steal your orders to make their ser- 
vice faster. Tips was the name of the 
game. But you had to share them. 
Something for the hostess or you 
got the bad parties that stiffed you. 
Extra for the busboys or you never 
saw them and had to clear your own 
tables. 

Some customers were a bitch to 
wait on. Never satisfied. You had to 
grin and bear it. Try to please. Other 
waiters resorted to spitting in the 
soup of obnoxious customers or 
dropping their food on the floor in 
the kitchen and serving it again if 
they weren't satisfied that the meat 
was cooked enough, whatever. 

Although some waiters used their 
job to get sex from other workers, 
like busboys and dishwashers, or 
made dates with customers, | kept 
my work separate from my cruising. 
I'd had bad experiences in the past. 
Like a busboy who wouldn't work 
after you sucked his cock and ex- 
pected beyond the usual fifteen per- 
cent of your tips anyway. Like a 
manager who wanted to suck your 


dick in exchange for scheduling the 
best stations, like in the no smoking 
section or the tables by the windows 
which customers preferred. 

| never hit on customers, even 
though | was tempted a few times. 
Probably would have been okay, but 
| didn’t want them to expect any free 
food and not be obligated to tip for 
good service. 

The exception happened one 


eae SSeS 
I was distracted 


by Tony. 

He hada 
quick smile. 
Curly black hair 
and ice blue 


eyes... 
rey 


night near closing time. Seated at 
my station was a middle-aged 
couple wearing expensive clothes. 
And their son, who was a hunky guy 
around twenty. Short and dark, just 
my type. 

They were very easy to wait on. 
Three New York steaks and burgun- 
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dy wine. | didn’t bother to check the 
son’s identification. | figured his 
father would have said something if 
he didn’t want him to drink wine. Be- 
sides, | think they were Italian. Didn’t 
they all drink wine and sing? 

| had their steaks at their table by 
the window when they were finished 
with their salads. | poured the wine, 
a fine burgundy. 

Their son’s name was Tony. | 
heard his mother say that. | got a 
few other tidbits of information from 
serving them and talking to them. | 
knew there was a car dealers’ con- 
vention in town and guessed correct- 
ly that the father was in town for that. 

Seemed that Tony was a college 
student and he and his mother had 
joined the father for the weekend of 
the convention. He sold Buicks. 

| was distracted by Tony. He had 
a quick smile. Curly black hair and 
ice blue eyes. He was dressed 
casually but in Calvin Klein jeans 
and an expensive gray sweater over 
his shirt and tie. 

Trying to be on my toes, | was 
there but not there, lurking in the 
background, in case they wanted or 
needed anything. 

Tony upset me more than | ex- 
pected. He was a little young but he 
was definitely a doll. My cock stirred 
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in my pants. When | put sour cream 
on his baked potato my leg brushed 
against his and | felt electricity like 
you do dragging your feet on a rug 
and touching a metal radiator. 

When | looked over at their table 
our eyes locked. From then on | 
practically ignored my other cus- 
tomers. Fortunately | had a good 
busser who got them more bread 
and coffee so there were no com- 
plaints to the boss. 

| hadn't tricked in several weeks 
and hadn't bothered to beat off for 
many days. It all caught up with me. 
Looking at Tony made me horny. It 
took all the concentration | could 
muster to keep from getting a full- 
fledged hard-on. 

When they were finished with their 
steaks | was right there at their table. 
Everything was okay, they smiled. | 
got them the requested after-dinner 
brandy. 

From the conversation, | learned 
that it was their wedding anniversary 
and they were going out to a night 
club. Tony was going back to the 
hotel to watch television. 

And beat off, | imagined. God, 
how I'd like to watch him. He men- 
tioned that they were staying at the 
posh Plaza hotel in town. Seemed 
they had the penthouse suite. 

Cost a bundle, | guess. And | 
thought Buicks were middle income 
cars. 

The handsome Italian man with sil- 
ver hair, whose son was a replica, 
charged the meal to his credit card 
and signed a generous twenty-five 
percent tip. | did give them lots of 
extra attention, especially Tony. 

“Where’s the little boys’ room?” 
the son asked. | directed him to the 
front of the restaurant. When he got 
up he rubbed his crotch. Probably 
had to pee bad. But that gesture 
made my cock lurch in my pants. 
Out of earshot of his folks he smiled 
knowingly at me. 

“Wanna come over to the hotel?” 

“Sure,” | said. 

“Got another tip for you.” 

No way would | refuse that invita- 
tion. 

When they left the restaurant, 
Tony winked at me. Good thing it 
was Closing time. | couldn’t con- 
centrate on orders and customers. 
All | could think about was Tony. He 
was a handsome devil. Just knew he 
had a big dick. Like Ava said about 
Frank, ten percent him and ninety 
percent cock. 

After work | hightailed it over to 
the luxury Plaza hotel. | hoped | 
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wasn't going to be disappointed. My 
cock was leaking pre-cum. I’d even 
considered jacking off in the toilet 
before leaving the restaurant but | 
wanted to save it all for Tony. 

Maybe he was just lonesome, in 
town with the folks, no one else his 
age. | wasn’t much older than him. 
But there was no mistaking that 
twinkle in his blue eyes. 


Sar SE 
Letting go 
of his cock 
for a moment, 
| licked his 
hairy nuts 
and then | 
sucked them 
into my mouth 
one at a time, 
then together... 


| was startled when he opened the 
door to the penthouse suite. He was 
wearing just a big fluffy white towel 
around his waist. He’d been in the 
shower. His body was beaded with 
water. He was hairy all over. 

By now | was drooling. He served 
me a glass of champagne from the 
bottle in the bucket of ice. 

“Good champagne.” 

“Anything else you like?” 

Tony dropped the towel and 
revealed the biggest soft uncut cock 
| could ever remember on a short 
stud. It was like a third arm. His balls 
were big and hairy. 

“You're beautiful.” 

“Wanna suck it?” 

| dropped to my knees. 

He got a rubber out of his desig- 
ner jeans on the chair. “What's that 
for?” 

“Gotta play safe, you know.” 

| watched while Tony worked his 
cock and fitted the rubber over it, 
hardly able to stretch the latex over 
his thick shaft, which was even big- 
ger at the base. Then he dipped his 
rubbered cock in his champagne 
glass. 

| smiled. 

“Here’s to you.” 

| started slobbering all over his 
big cock, which was easily nine in- 
ches long when stiff and five inches 
around. 

He rubbed my hair while | ser- 


viced him. 

“Oh, yeah. Suck me. Suck my big 
dick.” 

| bobbed my head up and down. 
Letting go of his cock for a moment, 
| licked his hairy nuts and then | 
sucked them into my mouth one at a 
time, then together. 

“Oh, that feels good, chew on 
those suckers.” 

| did and then spit them out. 

Tony worked his cock with his 
meaty fingers. He let go and it 
throbbed, jutting out from his dense 
black bush. 

| fondled his balls and tugged on 
the hairy sack while | gobbled up his 
cock. Champagne dick, that’s for 
sure. | didn’t really mind the thin 
latex because | could see his veiny 
shaft and feel it pulse with life and 
fire in my mouth. 

He stood over me, digging his 
fingers into my shoulders. His cock 
was hard as iron and | knew he was 
close, real close to blasting. 

“Oh god, here it fucking comes! 
Oh shit! Oh yeahhh!” Big globs of 
fiery fuckjuice flooded the reservoir 
tip of the rubber. 

His cock softened when I'd 
finished sucking it and he let the con- 
dom hang loose from his dong. 

My own cock was raging in my 
pants. | was somewhat disappointed 
that he didn’t seem to care about 
me, whether | got off or not, whether 
| was satisfied. Spoiled little rich brat 
was probably used to getting his 
own way. With a cock like that he 
had real power. 

He poured us more champagne. 

“What are you studying in col- 
lege?” 

“Business, what else?” 

“Gonna sell cars?” 

“Nope. Banking. My mother’s 
father has a bank.” 

“President of the bank?” 

“Owns it, controlling stock.” 

“Wow! The only other person | 
ever heard of who owns a bank is 
Johnny Carson.” 

“He has to pay his ex-wives.” 

“Your family is rich, you’re lucky.” 

“They make me work. | even 
mopped up the showroom floor 
when the janitors’ union was on 
strike.” 

“How come Buicks?” 

“Dad says they’re the best 
American car to compete with the 
Japanese. But | didn’t invite you up 
here to discuss business.” 

“Why did you?” 

“| think you're goodlooking.” 

“’m too skinny.” 
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“Never too skinny or too rich, like 
Mom says. Anyway, let’s see what 
‘ou got.” 

“Nothing like that big wang of 
yours.” 

| stood still in my black slacks and 
white shirt while Tony inspected my 
meat. My cock was hard as a rock 
when he let it out of the fly. 

“Nice piece, dude.” 

“Bet you get lots of dick on cam- 
pus with your looks.” | bit my 
tongue to keep from mentioning 
money. But a lot of rich kids went to 
Ivy League schools. 

“Not me. I’m still in the closet. 
Everybody thinks I’m straight. Girls 
like me.” 

“| can believe that, with your 
equipment.” 

“But | like men. | worked in a sum- 
mer camp and a guy your age 
brought me out, made me realize 
what | wanted.” 

“Are you lovers?” 

“No. He prefers older men but we 
were simpatico. He was my first 
man.” 

“Have there been many others?” 

“Not many. Quickies in movie 
theaters and video arcades. How 
about you?” 

“Feast or famine. Used to go to 
the baths. But they’re closed now. 
Mostly | jack off.” 

“Would you have thought about 
me when you did it?” 

“Bet your ass.” 

“That's what | had in mind.” 

Tony groped me and started hug- 
ging me. Next thing | knew he was 
kissing me. 

He tugged off the loose condom 
on his cock. Getting a fresh rubber 
from his jeans, he stretched it over 
my bloated cockhead and rolled it 
down the shaft. 

| almost shot off when Tony got 
down on all fours on the rug and 
presented me with his hairy Italian 
ass. 

| spread his butt cheeks, licked 
my finger and poked it in his crack, 
massaging the puckered hole and 
probing it, slipping into his dark hole. 

“Fuck me, man. Fuck me in the 
ass.” 

| fingered his hot, tight hole. 

“Shove it in me. Gimme your 
dick.” 

My cock responded, randy to the 
challenge. 

It took a little spit and a lot of prob- 
ing before | slipped my meat up his 
hairy hole. 

“Oh yeah! | can feel it in there. So 
big, fucking big!” 
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| stayed still while my cock kept 
his butthole pried open. 

“Screw me. Screw me in the ass.” 
| held onto his muscular buns, 
hairy like the rest of his body, and | 
slid my cock in and out, watching it 
disappear up the slutty hole of the 

rich college kid. 

Tony must have really liked get- 
ting it in the ass because he 
clamped my cock with his butt 
muscles and backed up on it. 

“Oh, it’s so big! Fuck me! | love 
it!” 

| pumped his hole. | reached un- 
derneath and grabbed his flaccid 
cock and hard balls and kneaded 
them. 

“Don’t worry about me. | want 
you to get off. Want you to cum up 
my ass.” 

| slapped his hairy ass and rode it 
hard, slamming my cock way in, pull- 
ing almost out, then ramming his 
hole again and again. 

“It’s so hard! It’s ready to shoot, | 
can feel it!” 

| crammed his hole, stuffing it with 
my cock. Stroking it till | was at the 
edge. 

“Do it! Cum up my ass!” 

With my balls slapping against his 
low-hanging hairy nuts | got off, bur- 
rowing my boner in his hole and ex- 
ploding deep in his bowels. 

“Oh god! | can feel it squirting in 
my asshole.” 

All sweaty and spent, | collapsed 
on Tony who lay prone on the rug. | 
stayed on top of him until my cock 
softened and slid out of his hole, the 
marbleized rubber still intact with my 
creamy wad in the tip. 

Tony sort of bucked me off and 
rolled over onto his belly. His cock 
towered stiff in the air. 

| was beat but got real excited. 
This was a feast for the eyes, watch- 
ing him stroke that big Italian salami. 
It took both hands to pump it up. 

“Beat it, Tony.. Beat your meat for 
me.” 

His blue eyes flashed while he 
thrust his hips and pounded his 


DY 


prick with his paws. 

Clear pre-cum bubbled out of the 
pee hole. | reached over and 
squeezed his nuts, which were tight 
at the base of his column of meat. 

“Do it, Tony. Make it shoot. Get it 


| was relieved that he didn’t insist 
on fucking me in the ass. | doubted 
that | could take a dick that big, it 
would tear my ass apart. 

He tensed his hairy thighs. | 
pinched his tits, making them hard. | 
rubbed his hairy chest, his bush and 
thighs. 

“Oh fuck! It’s cumming! Oh 
Jesus!” Big gobs of cum flew out of 
his pee hole and landed all over his 
hairy torso. | grabbed his pulsing 
prick and wiped the goo into his 
bush and into his mat of chest hair. 

His cock softened and the head 
retracted into the hood. He dis- 
posed of our spent rubbers, flushing 
them down the john. Then he refilled 
our champagne glasses with the 
bubbly. 

It was fun with Tony. | knew he 
was special. Even if he was way out 
of my league, money-wise. 

| hated to go, but it was getting 
late and his folks would return 
anytime. 

He called me at the restaurant the 
next day to tell me goodbye and 
said that he’d come back during the 
summer. 

Oh sure, | thought. By then he’d 
forget all about me. | was just 
another trick as far as he was con- 
cerned. 

Well, life’s full of surprises. Tony 
came to visit me like he said he 
would after school was out and 
before he started working in his 
grandfather's bank. 

It was fun like before. He looked 
the same except that his cock 
seemed bigger, if that was. possible. 
| should know, because he planted it 
up my ass. But | did the same thing 
to him. With that kind of give and 
take we're going to be friends for a 
long, long time. A 
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Jesus, MckKlusky,” | groaned, “take 
it easy, man. | might just want to use 
my asshole again sometime.” 

“You love it, you fucking slut. You 
love that big dick of mine plugged 
up your tight blond shitter. Don’t 
you?” He flexed his whanger deep 
in my ass, slapped me hard on the 
belly and jerked my fucking nuts 
halfway down to my knees. | 
crammed my ass back against his 
hips and bent further forward, 
resigned to taking my punishment. 
My toes curled when McKlusky 
started pinching my big tits, pulling 
them out tight from the knotted 
mass of my pecs. 

| wasn’t so crazy about Mc- 
Klusky —he was an arrogant ass- 
hole, to tell the truth— but | was 
hooked on his big cock. Nine and a 
half inches soft, it didn’t get any 
longer when he sprung a rod, but it 
sure as hell got hard! The man was 
over forty and his meat still pointed 
straight up in the air every time | 
winked my hungry hole at him. He 
had a wife and six kids, but he was 
ready to plug me every time he 
could get me cornered. 

I'd wanted to be cornered today, 


that was for sure. | was so horny out 
on the loading docks this morning, 
my asshole damn near chewed a 
hole in my shorts. | work out on the 
docks, helping the independent 
truckers load and unload their 
trucks. The work is hard, but | don’t 
mind that. The pay ain’t bad and all 


; wasn’t so crazy 
about McKlusky... 
he was an 
arrogant asshole, 
but | was 
hooked on 
his big cock... 


that lifting and carrying keeps me in 
good shape so | don’t have to waste 
no time at a gym after work. Be- 
sides, it also puts me right out there 
with a shitload of horny dudes. 
Some of ’em wouldn’t ever think of 
packing it in anything but a pussy, 
but you’d be surprised how many of 
‘em will just close their eyes and let 
me prove that my fuckhole feels just 


as good, any day. 

McKlusky was getting close, | 
could tell. He was puffing and grunt- 
ing, reaming out my asshole royally. 
The sweat was dripping off his big 
body, splashing down onto my bare 
back and trickling down the crack of 
my ass. He was gripping my hips, 
driving it like a posthole digger. My 
frigging ring was vibrating and | was 
just about ready to blow myself. | 
grabbed my cock and started 
whacking it as hard as | could. | 
knew this dude well enough to know 
that when he was done, he was out, 
ready to pack it in whether you’d 
gotten your rocks off yet or not. 

| felt that first big blast of hot stuff 
pump up into me and | let go as 
well, shooting it out onto the wall of 
the storage closet where we were 
taking our mid-afternoon break. Mc- 
Klusky squeezed out a couple more 
big squirts of cream, then his meat 
popped out of me. | turned around 
just in time to catch him wiping his 
dick on my T-shirt. 

“You're an asshole, man,” | 
snapped, grabbing my shirt away 
from him. “Use your own frigging 
shirttail.” 
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“You got it wrong, Cameron,” he 
chuckled, shaking his head as he 
tucked his shirt into his pants and 
zipped up. “You're the asshole and 
I’m the dick.” He walked out of the 
small closet and | could hear him 
laughing halfway across the floor. | 
swear, if he hadn’t been so easy — 
and so fucking hung—| wouldn't 
have given him the time of day. Still, 
he was a pretty good maintenance 
fuck, if you catch my drift. 

| pulled up my pants, buckled my 
belt and checked myself for 
damages in the sliver of mirror 
propped up above the sink. Since | 
hadn’t been chewing anyone’s cob, 
| wasn’t expecting to find any jizz on 
my chin, but a guy wants to look as 
good as he can. | splashed some 
water on my face and ran my fingers 
through my hair. Not bad, | thought, 
grinning at myself and winking. | 
wasn't going to win any contests 
with the mug, but | didn’t look bad. 
Besides, most folks didn’t spend 
much time looking at my face. 

This job had pumped me up to 
the max-— buffing every muscle till it 
looked like my skin was a couple of 
sizes too small for me. It’s amazing 
what you can do wrestling boxes 
and crates around all day. I’ve got a 
real small waist and narrow hips, 
which makes my bubble butt show 
off real nice in contrast. It pushes 
out full and tight, curving sharply 
into the backs of my thighs. The 
whole package is hairless except for 
the triangle of cock hair between my 
legs and a little fuzz in my pits. If any 
of the straight truckers who drift 
through here every day are gonna 
swing, chances are, they’ll swing my 
way. | took a final look at myself and 
headed back to the docks. 

“Hey, Steve!” | recognized that 
voice. | turned and saw the foreman 
heading my way, waving his clip- 
board at me. 

“Hey Boss, how’s it hanging, 
man?” 

“Where the fuck you been? | got a 
truck just pulled into bay 16 and | 
been looking all over for you.” 

“Taking a shit,” | said, looking him 
straight in the eye. 

“Well, haul your butt over to 16 
and get moving. | don’t want to be 
paying you any overtime. Move it!” 

| loped across the warehouse, 
anxious to get away from the dude. 
He took his work too seriously for 
my taste. The truck in the bay was a 
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big mother and through the open 
doors | could see a solid wall of 
crates. This was not the ideal way to 
end the week. 

“You the guy they sent to help?” | 
spun around and locked onto the 
bluest eyes I’d ever seen. They were 
plunked down into a handsome face 
with a long straight nose, full lips, 


His big 
hooded whanger 
bounced up 
and hit me 
in the shoulder... 
I figured I’d better 
take the situation 
in hand, 
so | got him 
by the skin, 
pulling it out taut. 


and about a three-day growth of 
charcoal black stubble. His hair was 
long and thick, hanging onto his col- 
lar in the back. 

“Yeah. Steve Cameron. Pleased 
to meet you.” 

“Eli,” he said, sticking out his 
hand to me. “Eli Rock. Good to 
meet you. You look like you’ve got 
the build to be of some use to me. 
Hope you don’t mind hard work.” 

“What do you think?” | shot back 
at him, flexing my arms. “I can hand- 
le anything you got to throw my 
way.” 

“Good. Let’s get on it.” We 
started pulling down crates, loading 
them onto dolly carts and piling 
them up at the holding area: Other 
dudes took the crates inside and got 
them organized. All | had to worry 
about was wrestling them off the 
truck and getting them to that point. 

We hadn't been working too long 
before Eli broke a sweat. He put up 
with it for a few minutes, then 
stopped and peeled out of his long- 
sleeved shirt. Hell, | just stopped 
and stared. Couldn't help myself. Eli 
had the arms of death—long and 
hairy, knotted with huge muscles 
that flexed and shifted with every 
move he made. His forearms were 
bigger than my biceps and his 
upper arms were pumped up like a 
couple of oversize cantaloupes. Big 
veins ran over the tops of them, 


down to his forearms where they 
branched out like a highway map. 

The rest of him looked pretty 
damned good too— even covered 
with his sleeveless T-shirt. He was 
thick through the chest and his belly 
curved out sexily. It was the type of 
gut that would fit perfectly into the 
small of your back —if he happened 
to stand real close behind you. 

“Earth to Steve!” | jumped. Eli 
was looking me over intently. When 
he caught my eye, he winked and 
nodded towards the back of the 
truck. “We get this done by five and 
I'll buy you a beer.” 

“You're on,” | shouted, grabbing 
another crate and kicking my butt 
into high gear. We worked like Turks 
for the next two hours, not even 
stopping to take a deep breath. The 
last box hit the dolly just as the five 
o'clock whistle blew and the place 
started shutting down. | ached all 
over and | was drenched with sweat, 
but | didn’t care. Eli Rock and his 
fucking outrageous arms were 
going to take me out and buy me a 
beer. 

| punched out on the clock, 
grabbed my lunch pail and headed 
back to the docks. Eli was just finish- 
ing up with the cashier, settling his 
accounts. “l’rn thirsty enough to 
drink a keg,” he said, climbing up 
into the cab of his truck. “You got a 
car?” he called down to me. 

“Right outside the gates in the 
parking lot. You can ditch your rig 
over there.” | pointed to a long row 
of eighteen-wheelers on the far side 
of the warehouses. ‘“‘l’ll drive over 
and pick you up.” He gave me the 
thumbs up and started working the 
gears. 

He was leaning against the run- 
ning board when | drove up. He 
opened the door and climbed in, his 
broad shoulders brushing mine as 
he got settled. | had come up with a 
scheme while | walked to get my 
car, and | was all ready to try it out 
on him. If he went for it, great. If not, 
what the hell? | wasn’t gonna be out 
anything, either way. 

“| was thinking, Eli. The taverns 
are all gonna be packed and hotter 
than hell, to boot. | got a couple of 
six packs back at my place. Wanna 
come over to the house?” 

He looked over at me, his eyes 
zeroing in on my pecs. | had 
stripped off my shirt when | got into 
the car ‘cause it was too damned 


hot to wear clothes. “Sounds good 

to me. Stop off at a store along the 

way and I’ll spring for a good selec- 
tion of junk food. Fair?” 

“Fair.” | pulled out of the lot and 
headed home, Eli Rock sitting right 
beside me. We hit the store, then | 
hightailed it out Route 71, hellbent to 
get out to the little place | owned 
just outside the city limits. | was get- 
ting a vibe from this dude and | was 
anxious to get a couple of beers 
under his belt, then sit back and see 
what developed. 

“Make yourself comfortable, Eli,” | 
said, nodding in the direction of a 
group of lawn chairs pulled up 
under a huge oak tree at the back of 
my property. “I'll grab a couple of 
brews and be right back.” 

“Shit, it’s hot,” Eli grumbled when 
| returned, downing about half of the 
beer | handed him in one long swal- 
low. | watched his Adam’s Apple 
working as the beer trickled down 
his gullet. Coarse black hairs curled 
damply in the hollow of his throat, 
giving rise to hopes about a hairy 
chest under his T-shirt. He was one 
sexy stud. 

“Hey man, don’t stand on 
ceremony around here. | got no 
neighbors for two miles in any direc- 


tion and nobody ever drops by 
without calling first. If you want to 
strip down to your briefs, go right 
ahead. That’s what | usually do.” | 
usually got buck naked and whack- 
ed off about this time every day, but 
| didn’t tell Eli that. Not yet, anyway. 

“You sure?” He looked at me 
doubtfully. | nodded and he stood 
up. He took off the shirt first, his 
pecs flexing as he pulled it over his 
head. The body was a perfect foil to 
the arms— every muscle tightly 
etched, dusted with dark fuzz. | felt a 
little jolt in my nuts as our eyes lock- 
ed 


The pants came down next, slow- 
ly shucked down his hairy legs. The 
pouch of his jock was soaked with 
sweat, hugging his cock and balls 
nice and tight. Almost as an after- 
thought, he remembered his shoes. 
He turned around and flashed me a 
view of his hairy crack as he bent to 
untie them. His hole was puckered 
up tight, pulsing as he flexed the 
muscles in his ass. | was mes- 
merized by the dude. 

After he got himself untangled 
from his pants he sat down abruptly, 
like he hadn't really just been flash- 
ing me a shot of his rear entry. He 
settled back and stretched out his 
long legs, the lump in his jock stir- 
ring slightly. He took another long 
pull on his beer and showed no 
signs of making another move. 

Well, | figured that meant it was 
my turn. | stood up and dropped my 
pants. | wasn’t wearing underwear — 
stupidest expense in the world, | 
say—and my equipment bounced 
between my legs. | scratched my 
balls and stretched, popping the 
muscles in my arms out full and 
tight. | saved my shoes for last, too. 
| liked the way he’d worked it into 
his act — if it was an act. 

| turned my back to him and bent 
over, stealing a glance at him down 
between my legs. His eyes were 
glued to my butt and his left hand 
slipped down inside the waistband 
of his jock. | took a long time getting 


. my shoes untied, letting him get as 


worked up as he wanted to get. 

Eli pulled his hand out of his jock 
when | finally turned back around, 
but it was too late. His prick was 
waking up, hanging out of the 
pouch, stretching halfway down to 
his knee: His balls were hanging out 
the other side, and | was having 
trouble deciding where to look first. 


| finally zeroed in on his cockskin. 
It covered the fat head and drooped 
a good half inch beyond the end. 
Dark and crinkly, you could tell it 
was soft as silk to the touch. | ap- 
proached him slowly, giving him 
plenty of time to change his stance. 
He didn't, so | walked up between 
his legs and dropped to my knees. | 
leaned forward and lapped at his big 
balls, pressing them against his hard 
thigh. 

He didn’t say a word, but his big 
hooded whanger bounced up and 
hit me in the shoulder. | figured I'd 
better take the situation in hand, so | 
got him by the skin, pulling it out 
taut. His thighs tensed at that and 
his meat bobbed up and down ex- 
citedly. | kept on working his balls 
too, sucking them into my mouth 
one at a time, rolling them over on 
my tongue and mashing them up 
against the roof of my mouth. 

After | had ’em all pulled up ina 
tight knot, | turned my attention to 
his big dick. That fuckin’ skin was 
still just hanging there, little drops of 
slime starting to leak out of it. | 
raked my teeth along the side of the 
shaft till | got to the end. | touched it 
with the tip of my tongue for the first 
time, and my cock snapped up 
hard. | sucked his cowl till it started 
getting swollen and puffy, then 
worked my tongue up the center to 
get my first taste of bare knob. 

It was pungent with stale piss and 
old cum, cheesing up behind the rim 
of the crown. | licked it clean, dig- 
ging in his cumhole for fresh juice. 
He supplied that liberally, spouting 
out a big glob every time I’d thump 
his nuts with my thumb. 

From where | was kneeling, it was 
a long way from where | was to 
where | wanted to be, so! got on it. | 
raked his skin back from his knob, 
exposing it in all its dark crimson 
splendor. Blunt and broad, the piss 
slit cut deep, his knob was a mouth- 
ful. | slipped my lips around it, tick- 
ling the trigger on the underside. 
The muscles in his belly tightened, 
but his belly still curved out slightly, 
making an inviting place to rest my 
head. 

As his root slid past the back of 
the throat and deep into my gullet, | 
grabbed his ass and pulled hard. | 
didn’t stop straining forward till my 
forehead bounced off his gut. My 
throat was working convulsively and 
| had my tongue and teeth in the 
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act, giving him a demonstration of 
the joys of having another man work 
his big dick. 

After I’d blown him for five 
minutes, Eli still wasn’t moving, but 
he did start to talk. It started off as a 
low rumble, deep in his chest. Then 
the words gradually got distinct. 
“Lick it. That’s right. Suck on that 
big dick. Chew that skin. That's it, 
pull back nice and slow. Oh, yeah. 
Pull on it. Bite it. Oh, shit!” 

| was doing my best to follow in- 
structions. | shucked his skin up so 
tight it dragged his balls out on the 
shaft, then | slipped a finger up into 
it. The fat head throbbed against my 
fingertip. | rubbed all over the head, 
keeping my finger firmly buried in 
the skin bag covering it. He reached 
down and wriggled his finger in be- 
side mine, stretching the skin taut, 
leaving a gap between them just big 
enough for my tongue. | slipped it in, 
getting squirted with honey for my 
prize. ; 

“Oh, man,” he moaned, “that 
feels so fucking good. Tongue that 
slit. Oh, man, you know how to do it! 
Ohhh.” | nipped gently at the end of 
his meat one last time, then the skin 
slipped back and his meat swung up 
towards his belly. 

“Come on and climb up on it, 
buddy,” he begged, grabbing it 
around the base and pointing it 
straight up in the air. From where | 
was, down between his thick legs, 
Eli’s whanger looked like a radio 
tower. “Let me stir it around in your 
hot butt. Please! | wanna fuck you till 
your head caves in, buddy. Come 
on.” 
| stood up and straddled him, my 
stiff dick bouncing about two inches 
from his mouth. He still didn’t move, 
so | thrust my hips forward and 
parted his sensual lips with it, bounc- 
ing off his clenched teeth. 

He looked up at me in surprise, 
like he’d never considered sucking a 
guy’s cock or something. If he 
hadn't, | figured it was about time he 
gave it a try. | butted his mouth 
again, only this time his teeth 
weren't clenched. Using my knob as 
a wedge, | pushed against him till 
my dick was resting on his tongue. 
When | looked down at him, the look 
of surprise on the dude’s face was 
too much. 

“Ain't you never done this 
before?” | asked, looking down at 
him curiously. “I figured you for a 
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guy who'd been around.” 

He backed his mouth off my 
cock. “lI been around plenty of 
guys,” he corrected me with a 
hoarse drawl. “I just never found 
one whose cock | wanted to suck.” 

“And now?” The question hung in 
the air while he considered it. 

“Come here.” He put a hand be- 


f sucked 
his skin up 
so tight 
it dragged his 
balls out 
on the shaft, 
then I slipped a finger 
up into it... 


tween my legs and pulled me for- 
ward. He was all teeth at first, but he 
responded real quick to coaching 
and | soon had him doing a pretty 
fair job of cocksucking. 

He kept his hands busy as well, 
slipping first one, then two stiff 
fingers up my bulls-eye. | squirmed 
around his long digits as they 
punched up into me as far as he 
could ram them. His dick was right 
below me, still aimed right on target. 
| lowered my ass, slowly losing con- 
tact with his mouth as | got ready to 
kiss the head of his cock. 

His fingers came out, the hole 
quickly filled by the snout of his 
pecker nudging my bung. | flexed 
my thighs just a little and bounced 
tentatively. His dick almost got in 
that time, but not quite. | repeated 
the motion a couple of times, finally 
popping my asslips around the 
head. | grunted and stood real still, 
steadying myself with a hand on his 
broad chest. | could feel myself start 
to sweat, little trickles of salty water 
running down my sides out of my 
pits. 

Eli started jacking my cock, 
bouncing my balls off the end of his 
fist. Pretty soon, my ring adjusted 
and | started bouncing up and down 
as well, my toes curling as inch after 
fat inch slipped up my chute. When | 
finally felt his bush tickling my crack, 
| opened my eyes and winked at 
him. He was wide-eyed with 
astonishment. 

“Damn, you feel good,” he 
mouthed soundlessly. | flexed the 


muscles of my ass, grabbing his 
dick hard. His pecs flexed, so | did it 
again. | got the same response the 
second time, so | reached out and 
pinched down on his nipples, catch- 
ing them firmly between thumb and 
forefinger. At the same time | rose 
up off his lap about seven inches, 
then sat back down — fast. 

It was like | kick-started the dude. 
He put his hands under my thighs 
and started bouncing me up and 
down, bucking up off the chair every 
time | slammed down the entire 
length of his bulging hard-on. The 
sweat was pouring off me as he con- 
tinued pounding my ass. It dripped 
down onto his chest and belly, hang- 
ing in his fur like crystals. My prick 
was damn near purple it was so 
pumped — the big veins on the shaft 
swollen up tight. 

One thing about riding a man’s 
hooded cock -—it cuts the friction in 
half. His bone pumps up and down 
in the little extra sleeve of skin, and 
there’s nothing to distract from the 
incredible feeling of having that 
spike of flesh churning your guts to 
jelly. 

“I’m gonna cum,” he groaned, 
bringing me up to date, as if | 
couldn't tell from the way his prick 
was flexing around in my manhole. | 
threw myself forward, grabbing his 
huge biceps and humping his belly 
frantically. His big hairy arms 
slipped around my middle and his 
hands locked behind me. | could 
feel his hot cum pumping into my 
butt, the head of his prick puffing 
out to signal every spout. | blew on 
his belly, making a creamy puddle 
that pooled in his navel. 

After we finished cumming, | 
figured he’d be up and dressed, but 
| figured wrong. When he was done, 
he kept his arms around me and he 
kept his hard cock up my butthole. 
His arms were sweaty and heavy 
against my back, but | wasn’t com- 
plaining. | was in the arms of Eli 
Rock and old Eli was already start- 
ing to rock me again. A 
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Ive never heard of anyone joining 


the Peace Corps to get laid. | certain- 


ly didn’t. Back in 1979, | was young 
and earnest and ready to save the 
world. When they finished my train- 
ing and put me on a field trip ship 
for the three-week cruise to the 
remote Pacific island of Bouj, | was 
all set for adventure. My job was to 
teach English to elementary stu- 
dents during the morning and train 
teachers in workshops all the after- 
noon. In town, I’d even heard 
rumors the principal might help me 
set up an evening adult ed program. 
| was in humanitarian heaven. 

Once | got to Bouj, | was 
shocked to find the teachers weren't 
as desperate for my help as | had 
first supposed. No adults yearned 
for education at night. Even the 
elementary school happened only 
about ten days a month. When stu- 
dents did show up, | specialized in 
eighth grade — mainly teaching 
English to prepare them for the high 
school entrance exam, but | also 
worked in as much math and other 
stuff as my Marshallese language 
skills could manage. Because the is- 
land didn’t have much school, near- 
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ly all of the eighth graders were 
eighteen or above. | saw right away | 
was going to have trouble thinking 
of them as elementary students. 
Most of the time, though, school 
didn’t happen and | had a chance to 
learn the ways of the island. The 
total population that year was 377; | 


Hara work 
had given my 
overgrown scholars 
the muscular bodies 
of field hands. 
Pacific morals 
had taught them 
to use those 
muscles 
for pleasure... 


could walk around the island in well 
under two hours. Inside a week, | 
was settled in and had gotten to 
know my neighbors. Even on days 
without school, the older eighth 
grade boys started hanging around 


to practice their English and listen to 
my tales of the world beyond their 
limited horizon. In turn, they would 
share the latest village gossip with 
me-—who had fucked whose sister 
the night before, who had the big- 
gest dick and so on. 

Although boys become men early 
on Pacific islands, students have a 
hard time. Women want husbands 
and breadwinners, not some am- 
bitious young stud who’s likely to go 
away to high school and never 
return. As a consequence, | 
detected an adolescent preoccupa- 
tion with sex that men with their 
bodies ought long since to have out- 
grown. Or was | just sniffing the 
vague scent of my own need wafting 
back on the unfamiliar tropic 
breeze? 

Now and again I’d be ambling 
around the island and see one of 
these gorgeous men functioning as 
an adult, re-thatching a house or 
making copra. Then I'd realize how 
silly keeping them in elementary 
school was. I’d stopped to chat and 
pass an hour or so talking about 
nothing in particular and getting to 
know more about what made them 


tick. Hard work had given my over- 
grown scholars the muscular bodies 
of field hands. Pacific morals had 
taught them to use those muscles 
for pleasure. Their chocolate brown 
skin was soft with youth and the 
gentle tropical climate. | saw a lot of 
that delicious brown skin early on 
because, while the girls frumped 
around in muumuus, the lads kept 
their broad chests bare except in 
church or cold weather. 

Alii was the biggest temptation of 
all—both because he was cute as a 
bug’s ear and because he was most 
often at my house. He was only 
about five-foot-six, but perfectly 
proportioned in hard, chocolate 
muscle. He had thick curly black 
hair that brushed down over one 
brow, eyes like Bambi, and a smile 
that would make a Hollywood den- 
tist sigh. He’d sit for hours on my 
floor, looking up at me with the 
bright eyes of an 18-year-old in- 
nocent as | told him about life in the 
big city and tried to keep my eyes 
from the hard, hairless expanse of 
his massive pecs. When he talked 
with embarrassment of his fumbling 
encounters with island sluts, it was 
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all | could do to keep from eating 
him with a spoon. 

Towards the end of my second 
month on Bouj, Alii’s mother caught 
the field-trip ship to visit off-island 
relatives. He asked if he could stay 
at my house for the duration. Mar- 
shallese families are huge; | knew he 
had grandparents or uncles or mar- 
ried brothers to stay with, but | 
couldn't say no. | was living almost 
entirely off breadfruit and fish my 
neighbors gave me, so food was no 
problem. | had enough rice to Jast 
two or three years. | had brought out 
a case each of canned pears, 
peaches, and fruit cocktail, but if 
anyone was around on those rare 
occasions | dipped into my hoard, | 
always shared anyway. Alii’s living 
with me would cost me nothing, and 
| could do wonders with his English. 
Even when | said he could stay with 
me for a while, | thought his English 
was all | would do wonders with. 
Man is the only animal that can fool 
himself into believing anything. 

His first day, | discovered how 
very Victorian the missionaries had 
made the Marshallese. They not 
only sleep in their trousers, they 


don’t even get naked to shower. The 
first time | looked out the back win- 
dow of my house and saw Alii in my 
shower stall, showering in his cotton 
jockey shorts, | laughed and got 
hard at the same time. | watched 
him use both hands to soap up his 
gear inside his shorts, and 
whispered to him through the win- 
dow that no one could see him from 
outside. If | made him nervous, | 
wouldn't look out while he was 
showering. No, he said, he just al- 
ways showered in his shorts. 
Everyone did. Being naked was 
nasty. | was fascinated by the 
process in more ways than one, so | 
chatted with him through the win- 
dow while he sudsed and rinsed. 
Once he was finished, he wrapped 
the towel around his waist, pulled off 
his wet shorts, gave a wriggle to dry 
his gear, and eased into new ones. 
Then he took off the towel. So far as 
| could tell, his dick never saw the 
light of day. 

That first night, Alii couldn’t 
believe | slept naked. The guy was 
fascinated by what he saw as sub- 
lime wickedness on a nearly extrater- 
restrial scale. He explained that 
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Marshallese even fuck clothed —the 
girl raises her muumuu, the guy 
lowers his pants but keeps his under- 
wear up until the last possible mo- 
ment. Then he stretches the front 
waistband down and hooks it be- 
hind his balls while he slides his dick 
home. As soon as he’s finished, he 
reaches down to unhook his shorts 
and pulls out of the girl and back 
into his briefs in one swift, discreet, 
messy motion. 

At first Alii slept in my chaise lon- 
gue—dressed in his trousers and 
wrapped in a sheet against the cool 
night air. After a few days, he asked 
if he could share my pandanus 
sleeping mat and sheets. | said, 
“Sure,” but | made him strip to his 
underwear so he didn’t get the 
sheets dirty with the dust of the 
day —at least that’s what | told 
myself. That was when | saw how 
big he was. The exotic, wicked thrill 
he got from sleeping in just his 
briefs got him so hard he had to pull 
his shorts up across his belly ina 
vain effort to hide what he had. The 
poor guy did everything but blush. 

When | woke up the next morning 
and found us wrapped in each 
other’s arms, sharing our heat in the 
morning chill, | couldn’t help notic- 
ing we were both harder than a tax 
collector’s heart. Over the next week 
or two, if | woke in the night and, 
saw him deep in sleep beside me, 
his gorgeous body reflecting the 
moonlight, | couldn't help laying a 
hand on this smooth brown thigh— 
and later on his cotton-clad basket. 
Soon, | was moving inside to cup his 
heavy young ballbag and gently 
hold his gloriously thick, uncut is- 
land dick. As | held him tight and 
fought to keep my mouth from fol- 
lowing my hand down to gobble his 
glory, he sometimes stirred lightly in 
his sleep from hand-made dreams 
but never woke up—or so | thought 
at the time. 

Like all outer-island Marshallese, 
Alii was always up at dawn. Until 
he’d been with me about three 
weeks, though, he was careful not to 
wake me as he left the house to do 
chores around his family’s com- 
pound down the path. October 27, 
1979 was different. It was a Satur- 
day, so | was dead sure school 
wouldn’t happen and | could sleep 
in. About 8:30, Alii woke me up to 
ask if he could eat a can of my 
pears. | couldn't believe at first I’d 
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heard him right. He’d always been 
happy to share in my exotic hoard, 
but he’d never asked before. Be- 
sides, he knew how | felt about 
being woken up. | gave him a dirty 
look and said, “Drin jinam” —a com- 
mon Marshallese expression which 
translates to “Fuck your mother.” 
He was back a few minutes later, 


Ai those gorgeous, 
hulking, half-naked 
male bodies 
I saw every day 
strolling calmly 
along the path 
in front of my house 
dangled musky 
skinheads 
between their legs... 


this time with the can and an eager 
expression. He held the pears in one 
hand and used the other in a univer- 
sal closed-fist stroking sign, saying 
in his best-thought-out bilingual 
sales pitch that we could “/ebe” that 
night if he could feast on pears. | 
raised up on one elbow and made 
him repeat what he had said. Then | 
nodded, rolled over, and went back 
to sleep. 

When | finally rolled out of bed 
around 11, | checked my garbage 
just to make sure | hadn't been 
dreaming. Sure even, the greedy 
creature had sucked down a can of 
Del Monte’s finest. That Saturday 
was the longest of my life. When he 
finally went over to our sleeping mat 
and shucked his trousers to crawl 
under the sheet, | waited about fif- 
teen seconds before | was hard, 
naked, and reminding him of our 
deal. He gave me his bright-eyed 
smile and asked if | really wanted to 
“lebe.” | told him the English was 
“jerk off’ — and that it would do for a 
start. At first he pretended to be an 


_innocent, lying still while he allowed 


me to pull down his shorts and ex- 
pose his thick, throbbing brown 
dick. 

| knew what colour Marshallese 
were, but somehow the idea that 
their dicks would also be brown had 
never registered. It was the single 
most beautiful thing I’d ever seen in 
my life— stiff and swollen belly-up 


across a bed of soft black curls His 
cum-choked nuts hung below be- 
tween hard, hairless, chocolate 
thighs. I’d long since felt enough to 
know he was natural meat, but 
seeing that huge, floppy foreskin 
hanging off the end of his swollen 
joint doubled my already racing 
pulse. Then glorious reality dawned: 
if Alii was uncut, probably everyone 
else born on the island was, too. All 
those gorgeous, hulking, half-naked 
male bodies | saw every day stroll- 
ing calmly along the path in front of 
my house dangled musky skinheads 
between their legs, all ready for suck- 
ing. | was marooned until summer 
on an island swarming with tender 
brown uncut meat! 

| slid my nose into Alii’s crotch to 
inhale the day’s stale sweat from his 
balls. My tongue played with them a 
moment and slid slowly north, scrap- 
ing lightly along the soft, twitching 
underside of his thick brown shaft. | 
got as far as his egg-sized dickhead 
and lifted it from his belly, ready to 
slide him into my mouth. Then he 
put a hand on my naked shoulder 
and shook his head. The innocent 
disappeared and a world-wise slut 
started giving me orders about ex- 
actly how he wanted to be man- 
handled. | was to sit with my legs 
stretched out in front. He put his ass 
in my lap with his legs stretching 
past me. My dick slid naturally and 
neatly inside the crack of his ass 
and his balls rested in my stiff red 
pubes. He motioned for me to grab 
his joint from below and jerk away. 

The position seemed quirky to 
me, but then so did a lot of other 
Marshallese ideas. For a dick like his 
| could put up with a quirk or two. 
My hand slowly eased down his 
pole, exposing the slick, shining, red- 
dish-brown treasure and watching 
the expression on his face beyond. 
His eyes were half-shut, lizard-like, 
as he watched me glide his skin 
along his meaty monorail. His jaw 
slackened in pleasure, and soon he 
was wriggling his butt on my dick 
and making nasal moans which 
begged for more. I’d done enough 
uncut dick in the past to know how 
tender it is. | took my time. 

Alii’s hands slid under his ass to 
caress the outside of my thighs. As | 
finally stripped his skin all the way 
back and let his whole beautiful dick- 
head waft its musky cloud around 
us, Alii started to fuck upward into 


my fist. His shaft skin tugged at his 
head from below, distorting his clas- 
sic shape as my fist started slam- 
ming more viciously down into his 
soft, black pubes. 

My eyes swept from his tightening 
balls, past his heaving hips, to his 
face —a classic mask of delightful 
torment. His beautiful brown lips 
were twisted back in a toothy 
grimace of pure pleasure. Every 
muscle in his flat belly and massive 
chest, in the arms that had my legs 
in a death-grip, in his neck and face, 
stood outlined in ecstasy. His feet 
convulsed around my back and 
pulled his ass hard against my dick 
until his heaving hips were grinding 
my meat against his butthole as 
hard as | was pumping on his crank. 

| pounded peter faster and harder 
with one hand, letting the other drift 
up across his belly and beyond. As | 
touched his chest, his body ex- 
ploded great arcs of pearly white 
cream that shot upward and over, 
some landing on the floor behind his 
head, but most splattering against 
his hard, chocolate brown flesh of 
his chest. | picked up my pace, now 
sliding his skin all the way up across 
his head with every brutal stroke 
until his dick and chest and belly 
were all awash in thick threads of 
white, swimming in milky ponds of 
life. 

As that load finally ran dry, he 
grasped my wrist to keep me from 
further tormenting his tender tool. | 
stopped pumping, but one firm feel 
of his nuts told me he had more 
cream stored up—and | was going 
to get my money’s worth. Canned 
pears don’t grow on trees. 

| watched his chest heave for a 
moment and eased his stiff dick 
back down against his belly. My 
hand was dripping with thick globs 
of his seed so | lifted it to my mouth 
and slowly licked my paw dry. Alii 
started to get up, talking shit in Mar- 
shallese about changing positions 
so he could pump my peter— but | 
wasn't having any. His body was 
positively swamped in jism that | 
wasn't about to let go to waste. 

| slipped from beneath him all 
right, but only so | could press his 
shoulders against the floor. He was 
momentarily confused, but when | 
licked a stream of island cream from 
the side of his face and slipped 
down to his chest to feed, he caught 
on quick. | barely felt his hand rest- 


ing on the back of my head as | 
licked his sweat-salted chest chaste 
again. His dusky nipples were still 
hard, begging for the tongue-lashing 
| had to deliver. Soon | introduced 
him to the thrill of a tooth’s sharp 
edge gliding across his tit-flesh and 
felt his body shiver below me in 
response. 

As my mouth made the most of 
his tits and lapped up Alii’s jism, my 
fingers glided up and down along 
the soft skin of his well-muscled 
flanks. By the time | had fed my way 
down to his belly button and eased 
aside his leaky lizard to get to the 
pool of cock juice overflowing his 
navel, | had his balls well in hand. 
Alii’s skin had oozed up across his 
dickhead on a cushion of cum that 
kept leaking out onto his belly. You 
can imagine how | hated to suck his 
dick, but at the time, it seemed the 
only way to keep his chocolate- 
coloured belly uncreamed. | slid my 
body around so | could face the milk 
monster head on, staring him in the 
face like a man. Then | slid my lips 
around Alii’s soft-skinned dick. 

| landed about halfway up his dick- 
head and pulled down, forcing his 
lips to a creamy pout within my 
mouth. As my tongue began work- 
ing its way into the massive thrum of 
wrinkled manflesh that guarded his 
dick, | got my first taste of his tangy 
man-musk. Mixed with the cream-fill- 
ing from his firm chocolate bar, it 
was a fit banquet for any god. My 
lips stroked more and more of his 
soft, slack skin up into my mouth 
where, lost in the hot sea of spit and 
cream, it seemed to fade to nothing- 
ness like a half-remembered zephyr, 
leaving only the glorious refresh- 
ment of its taste behind. 

When | eased my lips up to Alii’s 
trigger ridge to give my tongue 
more headroom, my little island 
buddy shuddered again. His hand 
appeared on my. head to guide me 
down — but | knew where | was 
going. Once my tongue was well 
past his cum-slit, sliding roughly 
across the silken-smooth head of his 
uncut cock, distending his skin like a 
mastodon hiding under a handker- 
chief, the full glory of his man-musk 
ripped into my tastebuds. Trained to 
suck insipid cut cocks, they ex- 
ploded with everything but fireworks 
as Alii’s natural meat sauce washed 
across my tongue in one very good 
time. 


| cranked up my suction next, ton- 
guing his delicious blend of choco- 
late cream and man-musk loose and 
sucking it down with relish. Alii’s 
hips started in again, curling upward 
to meat my eager lips. My tongue 
slid relentlessly down his dusky dork 
until even his massive cocksock 
couldn't take the strain any longer. 
His hood zipped back along his 
shaft, laying himself naked before 
the dick-licking fury of my tongue. 
After I’d finally cleaned his cock, my 
lips slid south along his thick dick 
until | felt my lower lip nipping at his 
short curlies and my nose prodding 
into the best ballbag I’d seen in 
months. The tight, tender tissues of 
my cocksucking throat tore into his 
tender dickhead like a cavalry 
charge. 

One corner of my brain heard Alii 
start gibbering again in Marshallese, 
but | was too busy to listen. | did feel 
his hand stroke my back and slide 
down to cup my ass, but that just 
reminded me how cute his butt had 
looked in briefs. | thought about 
prying my face off his pole and 
diving down to see if his asshole 
tasted as good as the rest of him, 
but his swollen dickhead was stuck 
in my throat. Instead, | slipped my 
free hand up his fuck-furrow, sliding 
along that tight, hairless trench until 
my fuckfinger found his tender pink 
butthole. 

When | began to massage the out- 
side of his pucker, Alii started yelling 
shit loud enough for everyone on 
the island to hear —but | didn’t give 
a fuck. The feel of his hard young 
body below me and inside me was 
too good to miss. I’d tell everybody 
the next day that Alii had a dream or 
seen evil spirits or something. Once 
his body started bucking back and 
forth between my prying fuckfinger 
and my tight hot throat, there was 
no way | was going to turn loose 
until I'd sucked his balls flat. 

| was so busy sucking dick and 
manhandling his virtue that | didn’t 
see his nuts clench up. The little bas- 
tard had been screaming and moan- 
ing so much, | had long since 
stopped paying attention. When his 
nails started grabbing for traction on 
my ass, | couldn’t help feeling his 
cum-tube pulsing against my upper 
lip. One part of me wanted to keep 
sucking his jism straight down my 
gullet, but the wilder, more artistic 
cocksucker won out. | eased back 
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off his jism-jet, catching about two 
wads in my mouth, and then let him 
shoot himself dry onto his chest and 
belly as | yanked his crank and kept 
the pressure on the outside of his 
fuckhole. 

When he started dry-humping my 
fist, | went down on his tender tool 
again, ruthlessly stripping away any- 
thing that wasn’t attached. After I’d 
finished my late-night snack, | 
dipped the fuckfinger I’d had against 
his asshole into his cock juice and 
told him to lick me clean. He wasn't 
sure, at first— or pretended he 
wasn’t. Once his tongue flicked out 
and tasted his musky load, though, 
there was no stopping the little horn- 
dog. He'd discovered how good he 
tasted so | straddled him and dipped 
my dick deep into his pools of 
creamy goo. He licked his load from 
my lizard like the pro he probably 
was. | squatted over him and 
dragged my balls across his belly 
and chest to give them a cream coat- 
ing. Alii sucked my nuts into his 
mouth nearly hard enough to swal- 
low my manhood. 

When he'd done most of the 
work, | licked the rest of him clean 
and thought about where to go next. 
| wanted to do Alii up his cute little 
brown ass, but first | needed to 
show him how | felt about him. | 
thought about giving way to the crav- 
ing to suck on his cute little lower lip 
and stroke his hair, but that might 
not seem manly enough for him, 
either. Since he’d just proven how 
much he liked dick, | went with that 
plan. Reversing back into the 69 
position, | eased my thick nine in- 
ches against his lips. 

He had some trouble at first, but 
as instinct took control of his body, 
he slipped his mouth around my rod 
and sucked me deep into his face. 
He wasn’t the greatest cocksucker 
I’d ever had, but he was the most 
eager. His hands held my butt and 
caressed my balls while he snuffled 
up my joint. | licked his crotch and 
balls for a time, but the tight feel of 
his ass kept preying on my mind. | ~ 
finally had to spread his legs and 
ease him up to work my face down 
into the tight, hairless country be- 
tween his magnificent mounds of 
man-muscle. 

| lived with Alii for five years 
before he left for college in the 
States, and | never got tired of look- 
ing at his ass. It wasn’t muscular; 
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the thing was perfectly proportioned 
and jutted out at you as he moved. 
That first night, my tongue dis- 
covered what heaven tasted like as | 
lapped my way along his musky 
trench. When | found his pleasure 
hole, | didn’t dig in at first, but 
careened about it, strafing and dodg- 
ing his pink lips as they leapt up to 


When | found 
his pleasure hole, 
I didn’t dig in 
at first, 
but careened 
about it, 
strafing and dodging 
his pink lips 
as they leapt 
up to nibble 
on my tongue... 


nibble on my tongue. When, at last, | 
locked my lips around his fuckhole 
and began to suck butt in earnest, 
digging and prying away with my 
tongue, | felt his thighs wrap tight 
around my head in instinctive 
ecstasy. | knew beyond doubt that 
before the night was over, | was 
going to ream cream so far up his is- 
land ass he wouldn't have to eat for 
a week. 

Alii’s cocksucking had gotten so 
far out of hand, though, that | almost 
lost it down his slutty, man-hungry 
throat. At the last moment, | felt my 
guts turn to jelly and dropped his 
ass so | could retrieve my dick 
before it was too late. Alii gave me a 
pathetic spaniel-eyed look that 
made me laugh, but when | 
promised to stick my dick back 
down his throat, he cheered right 
up. 

More than anything, | needed to 
sink my shaft up his tight butt. To 
make sure he knew how good it felt, 
though, | wanted him to do me first. 
When | lay back and lifted my legs, 
he seemed confused for a moment. 
Then the remains of his soulful 
spaniel look disappeared forever. 
He started to slam right in, but | ex- 
plained about lube and threw hima 
bottle. As his slicked his dick, | 
could see the realization finally dawn 
that sex didn’t have to be a quick 
hump on the beach or a furtive hand- 


job in the outhouse. Sex could be 
slow and fun and creative. 

I’ve always been more a top than 
a bottom. To this day I’ve never 
been opened up the way Alii’s swol- 
len member speared my guts. A stiff 
jolt of pain was followed immedi- 
ately by a warm glow of satisfaction 
at sharing myself with my little 
buddy. Looking up at his face as he 
humped and ground above me, | 
saw him transported by the dis- 
covery of pure sex for the first time 
in his life. My feet wrapped around 
his butt, pulling his thick dick even 
tighter against my ass. When he 
finally lost this third load of the night 
up my ass and collapsed, a sweaty 
wreck, into my arms, | knew I'd 
taught him a lesson about life and 
love infinitely more important than 
anything he would learn in English 
class. 

| held Alii in my arms as he 
caught his breath. My lips sucked at 
his ear; my hands caressed his back 
and butt until | knew he was ready. 

My student was drained dry, but 
the master had saved himself for the 
final lesson of the evening. | started 
him off gently, astride my dick, 
taking my thick nine inches one at a 
time. Once he was fully seated on 
my joint, | bucked him back and 
forth; he rode me like the champion 
he was. | bounced up and back, 
pressing his back to the floor and 
tossing his legs to the ceiling. Then | 
really laid into this hot little brown 
butt. His hands clawing at my back, 
his feet pulling at my butt, his mouth 
agape with frantic fucklust, his eyes 
aglow with life and love —all these 
and a thousand other signs proved 
he belonged wrapped around my 
dick. When | finally exploded up his 
ass, he took my hot protein injection 
like the man he had become —and 
promised to give it back to me as 
soon as he’d rested up a little. 

That first perfect night was just 
the beginning. For a thousand and a 
half nights, we shared our bodies 
and our lives, living and learning 
about life and love together. By the 
time he was ready to fly off to col- 
lege, we both knew it was time to 
part. Still, that terrible day at the air- 
port and every day since, we both 
knew that for us, wherever we were, 
parting was impossible. A 


———— 
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BY WES CRANSTON 


i went to get my yearly medical 
checkup. The doctor who examined 
me turned out to be a surprise. It 
wasn't old Dr. Zimmerman but a 
young blond man with blue eyes, 
short and slender, in his late twen- 
ties. 

Seems that young Dr. Mitchell 
was taking over the practice. The 
old doctor was retiring, playing golf 
every day. Like they say, old golfers 
don't pass away, they just lose their 
balls. 

Where the old doctor had a 
bunch of dusty bottles around, the 
place was completely immaculate 
now. 

The receptionist was leaving for 
the day. She was new, too, a matron- 
ly woman. 

In the small examination room, 
the young doctor told me to strip 
naked and then he left. | sat in my 
briefs on the narrow table with the 
sheet of paper over it from a long 
roll at the end, kind of like a horizon- 
tal barber’s chair. Barbers used to 
be surgeons, | heard, and that was 
the meaning of their red and white 
pole. 

When Dr. Mitchell returned wear- 
ing his white smock, he looked more 


like a boy who did valet parking. But 
he had a distinct antiseptic aroma, 
or maybe that was from the 
scrubbed room. When Zimmerman 
had the place it looked like a health 
inspector's nightmare. 

| opened my mouth and said, 
“Ahhh.” He listened to my ticker, 


The doctor was 
beyond oaths and 
ethics. There was a 
lusty look in his eyes. 
And a prominent 
bulge in his pants 
when he took off the 
white smock... 


‘checked my blood pressure. Had 


me drop my drawers and cough 
while he felt my balls. Had me turn 
over and spread my buttcheeks. 

“Excellent physical condition,” he 
muttered. 

“| try to eat sensibly, get exercise. 
enough rest and control stress.” 

Much of my exercise consisted of 
beating off every night so that | 


could sleep. | wasn’t much older 
than the doctor and | was horny 
most of the time. It was nearly im- 
possible to find someone interested 
in the same thing | was: mansex. But 
| had a rich fantasy life, taking home 
images of sexy men | saw around 
town and choking the chicken over 
them. 

Just being naked in front of the 
doctor and wondering what he 
looked like naked made me spring a 
boner. | was embarrassed like that 
time in school when | was called to 
the blackboard by the teacher to 
work a math problem. | had a big 
boner. The guys razzed me plenty 
about that one. 

“Got a clean bill of health. Except 
for that thing between your legs. 
Does it always get that hard?” 

“Only when | see someone who 
makes me hot.” 

“Do | make you hot?” 

“Boiling hot.” 

| was crazy. He’d throw me out or 
tell me to see a shrink. | stared at the 
crotch area of his white smock but 
couldn't detect any signs of arousal. 
He was breathing kind of heavy, 
though. 

“This is a highly unusual situation. 
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You have a problem that obviously 
needs attention. But I’m a doctor 
who has taken an oath. A man with 
ethics. Under different circumstan- 
ces—” 

“C’mon, doc. You like my big 
dick. | can tell. Go ahead, feel it. 
Hard, huh? That’s it. Take off that 
white jacket. No one will know the 
difference.” 

“This isn’t my style. But you're 
probably the exception that proves 
the rule. I’m new in this town. Fresh 
out of the hospital as an intern. | 
can't fuck things up because of my 
fleshly desires.” 

“You're a man too. You saw me, 
so let me look at you.” 

The doctor was beyond oaths and 
ethics. There was a lusty look in his 
eyes. And a prominent bulge in his 
pants when he took off the white 
smock. 

“You wanna see it, take it out.” 

| bent over and unzipped the 
doctor’s fly and took out a semi- 
hard, fat uncut cock. 

“Looks good to me. Let’s see the 
rest of you.” | helped undress the 
young doctor. His chest was 
smooth. Nice nipples. Flat belly. 
Meaty buttocks. Blond fuzz on his 
legs. 

There we were, naked in the ex- 
amination room. The line between 
doctor and patient was erased. No 
medical mystique. Just two horny 
men with the hots for each other. My 
swarthy skin contrasted with his 
creamy body. 

“You wanna blow me?” he asked. 

| responded by jacking his cock. 
It got long and swollen, the bulbous 
red cockhead peeked out of the 
foreskin. 

“Gee, you got a big dick for a 
short guy.” 

“If you’re going to suck it you 
need protection.” 

“From what?” 

“I’m the doctor, remember?” 

He fumbled around in his pants 
pocket and had a pack of rubbers, 
which surprised me. Being a doc, | 
sort of expected him to carry band- 
aids or aspirin. 

| took a rubber and stretched it 
over his throbbing prick. The shaft 
was thick and veiny. 

“There. All set now?” 

He was seated on the examina- 
tion table and | was kneeling on the 
white tile floor. With my head be- 
tween his legs | fondled his prick. 


| decided to start with his low- 
hangers. | licked them. “Oh yeah, 
suck my balls,” he moaned. 

| washed them with spit and 
mouthed them. 

“Oh, that makes me hot.” 

Going for the fat cock with the 
fleshy hood peeled back, | gripped 


I bent over 
and unzipped 
the doctor’s fly 
and took out 
a semi-hard, 
fat uncut cock... 
There we were, 
naked in the 
examination 
room 


the shaft and gobbled up his cock- 
head and jacked his prong while | 
sucked over the rubber. 

“Eat my big dick! God, | ain’t 
been blown in ages. Do it, baby. 
Suck my meat!” 

| slobbered over and worked his 
cock, frigging the loose skin. deep- 
throating it down to the balls. 

“Keep sucking me! | need to get 
off so fucking bad.” 

| drooled spit down the rubber 
onto his blond bush and his 
satiny smooth balls. 

With his legs spread | ran my 
finger in his moist fuzzy crack, but 
he shoved my hand away. 

His cock was hard as a rock. | 
bobbed my head up and down 
faster and faster. 

“Oh, Jesus! I’m gonna cum! Oh, 
fuck!” 

His thighs tensed and he grunted. 
Big globs of hot cum spurted into 
the reservoir tip of the rubber. He 
just shot and shot. 

When | took my mouth off | saw 
the condom was marbleized with 
jizz that swirled around the shaft. 

He slowly but carefully rolled the 
condom of with the load intact and 
placed it in a white metal tray on the 
counter below the cabinet. 

“Lie down on the table.” 

| stretched out, expecting, hoping 
he’d blow me. He was nude with his 
cock soft and dangling, the head 
retracted into the sheath. 

His hot hands massaged my 


cock. It was real stiff and responded 
to his handjob. | thrust my hips up- 
wards while he beat me off. 
“Jack it, doc. Get me off. I’m hot- 
ter than hell.” He sucked on the mid- 
dle finger of his left hand and 
worked the digit into my fuckhole. 
All the while he jacked me off with 
his strong right hand. 
These were the hands of a healer, 
the hands of an expert masturbator. 
| was getting close to blasting off. 
“Oh doc, I’m gonna shoot my 
wad! Ohhh! ” My cock ejaculated 
like a sprinkler system, spewing 
white globs of cum all over the 
place. He just kept fingering my hole 
and pulling my prick until it was so 
sensitive | couldn’t stand it any 
longer and had to shove his hand 
away. 
“Thanks. | needed that.” 
| stood up and reached for my 
clothes on the metal rack in the 
corner. 
“Wait a minute.” 
“What’s the matter?” 
He pulled a fresh layer of paper 
over the table and wadded up the 
part with cum drops and put it in the 
trash basket. 
“| want to check out your ass.” | 
“| don’t go for that action.” | 
The look in his eyes told me to 
cooperate, that | was going to get 
what | really wanted, what | needed. 
He sort of shoved me down on I 
the table with my ass exposed. | | 
looked over my shoulder to watch | 
him thread a fresh rubber over his 
cock, which was turgid and ready 
for action. | 
“Take it easy, doc. | ain’t used to 
this. Use some lube.” He got a tube | 
of K-Y and smeared a gob of it into 
my crack, fingering my hole. | 
Since the table was narrow, he 
edged me off it and bent me over 
the side with my butt facing him. 
Spreading my buttcheeks, he 
forced entry. It hurt despite the 
cream. | hadn’t been fucked ina 
long time. He began to stroke my 
ass. 
“Do it, sawbones. Fuck me!” 
He held my hips while he stuck 
me. | wiggled my ass and shoved | 
back, feeling his pubes scratch my 
asscheeks. 
“Oh, it’s so fucking big! Screw 
me.” 
He pumped my hole. 
“The doctor is in, real deep!” 
My cock was stiff and my balls 
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bounced up and down. | felt his nuts 
crash against them. 

“Fuck me! Fuck me hard! | love it, 
don't stop! Never stop!” 

He was fucking me so hard and 
fast that my asshole was on fire. 

“Do it, doc! Shoot it! Shoot your 
fucking scum up my ass! Oh, shit! | 
can feel it cumming! Oh, god!” 

He rammed his bone deep into 
my guts and exploded, flooding the 
condom with his fiery load. 

My asshole clutched his cock and 
jizz flew out of my piss hole. | didn’t 
even touch my cock. 

This time my cock stayed hard 
after | came off. “Gimme one of 
those fucking rubbers,” | barked. He 
fished another condom out of his 
pants. 

“Get on that table.” 

“What are you going to do?” 

“You'll see.” 

| sheathed my cock in latex. Get- 
ting the K-Y tube, | squeezed out a 
gob and smeared it into his crack. 

“You're going to fuck me?” 

“That's the idea, doc. Can’t you 
take it?” 

“No, it’ll hurt.” 

| stood at the end of the examina- 
tion table. Lifting his legs into the air. 
| had his fuzzy blond crack lined up, 
his pink hole exposed. 

“Please don't do it.” 

His plea was half-hearted. My 
cock wasn’t buying it. | was 
surprised at how easy it slid up the 
doctor’s fuckhole. Either he’d done 
this a lot before or the position was 
just right. 

“Easy. You're killing me. Hold 
still.” 

“Stop whining. You want to get 
fucked and you know it.” 

“Be gentle.” 

Once he’d accepted the idea that 
he was going to get butt-fucked and 
admitted to himself that was what he 
really wanted, he scissored his fuzzy 
blond legs around my waist. 

| corkscrewed my cock in and out 
of his butthole. 

“Be rough! | can take it! | want it! 
Fuck me hard!” 

| slammed my cock in deep, 
pulled nearly out, then rammed his 
hole again and again. 

“It’s gonna shoot! Oh, yeah, do it! 
Cum up my ass! Cream my hole! Do 
it!” 

He nearly squeezed the wind out 
of me with his thighs. He did 
squeeze the jism out of my balls. | 
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gashed gobs of smoldering fuck- 
juice into the rubber embedded in 
his bunghole. 

My cock softened and plopped 
out. 

He got some gauze and liquid 
stuff out of the cabinet and cleaned 
off his cock. He slid the condom off 
my cock, dropped it in the tray. With 
some more wet gauze he washed 
my cock. 

Taking charge again, he stretched 
me out on the examination table. His 
cock was half-hard from the fucking 
| had given his butthole. “I need to 
get the rest of the juice out of my 
balls.” He straddled me on the ex- 
amination table. He placed our two 
stiffers together and worked them at 
the same time. | felt the heat and fric- 
tion. 

| took over and jacked us off 
together. He pulled on our ballsacks. 

“Beat ’em, baby. Beat those fuck- 
sticks. Get them so hot they sizzle. 
Make them squirt. Get us off again!” 

After | worked our cocks, he took 
over again and frigged them faster 
and faster. He was panting. So was |. 

“I’m gonna cum!” he screamed. 

“Me too!” 

Wads of pearly white jism flew out 
of our piss holes and landed all over 
our bushes and bellies, the examina- 
tion table and the floor. 

Exhausted, the young doctor col- 
lapsed on top of me. | could feel the 
slimy goo glue us together. 

“That was hot, fucking hot,” he 
said. 

‘‘Jeez. | never got off so much in 
my life.” 

He shut me up by crushing his 
lips against mine. | kissed him hard 
and held him tightly. 

Neither of us bothered to clean 
up. | liked the feeling of our mixture 
of sticky cum drops on my body. He 
did too. 

| got dressed and left, high with 
the afterglow of sex. It wasn’t just 
getting my rocks off. It was Dr. 
Mitchell, his hot blond looks, his 
muscular body, that big hammer 
between his legs, that smooth bub- 
blebutt. And the way that he looked 
at me. 

Both of us knew that we’d found 
something special. Hot sex, but 
mutual attraction as well. We might 
be small-town guys but we made a 
life together, spending as much time 
with each other as possible, and 
we're happy. A 
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REXLAND 


Twelve Big 8 1/2 X 11" 
Black and White Prints 


- “$30 - 
(Includes First Class Postage 
and Handling) 


in Check or Money Order 
made payable to: 
Drawings By Rex 


And send to: 
Drawings By Rex 
731 Larkin Street 
San Francisco, CA 94109 


Or send $10 for Five Sensational 
sample prints and brochure on 
other hard-core sets. 
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ISTORIC FORESKIN 


Dees Caude at RRIIS ci Pineiale GabaneaeeS Claude at L’histoire du Physique, wno made these 
images of Roger available to us, recalls that during the early 
years of male nude photography in America, uncut men were 
not asked to skin themselves back for the camera. That 
came much later, beginning in the early 1970s. When these 
photos were taken, in 1969, uncircumcised models were 
common in nude magazines. A good deal of the early 
photography that showed frontal nudes originated in Europe 
and was published here. As American photographers began 
to dominate the nude physique marketplace, circumcised 
models became the norm. Uncircumcised models were 
often asked to pull their foreskin back so as not to appear 
European. 


jj — 
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Roser was a popular 22-year- 
old model in 1969, and his 
photos appeared in a number 
of early homoerotic magazines, 
all published by the Grecian 
Guild Press. These particular 
images are being published 
here for the first time, although 
other images from this series 
graced a couple of different 
magazines in the early 1970s. 
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Be 


ROCKY KNIGHT, 

SCOTT CRUISE, = 

CHRIS McKENZIE, =a oo 
STEVEN JAMES 

introducing 
TONY INDIA 


aa 


Running Time: 
90 min. RATED X 


ALL MODELS ARE Af LEAST 18 YEARS OF AGE 
=>MCMXC! BY TIGER MEDIA. ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. 


The hottest, 
horniest bunch of 
college students 
that ever got 
together in 

a campus toilet. 


A Tiger Media Production 


____ YES! Please send me CAMPUS GLORY 
HOLES for only $59.95. (Available in VHS Format 
Only.) 

Add $4 shipping each. Calif. Res. add 7%% Sales Tax. All 
videos sent via UPS. Sorry NO Post Office Boxes. Offer void 


s where prohibited. 


VISA MASTERCARD CHECK/MONEY ORDER 
ACC INO: 2 ee Esp: Date 
NAME: 
ADDRESS: 
CITY: os OIA ZIP 


____ Please send brochures only. I'm enclosing $5. 


| warrant that | am 21 years of age and desire to receive sex- 
ually oriented material for my own personal use. 


SIGNATURE:! ost. t oC cee ts ee ee 
MAIL TO: TIGER MEDIA, 3841 Fourth Ave., #1000, San 
Diego, CA 92103. Or call TOLL FREE (800) 748-5625 (Nation- 
wide) (619) 296-2465 (in California) 


O 


nee issue, Uncut will publish cur- 
rent information on organizations and 
events catering to the uncut man. If 
your group would like to be listed, or 
if you are planning an upcoming 
event, let us know. 


INTERNATIONAL 

COPAC (Coalition of People Against 
Circumcision) is the official new 
name of “Men’s Right International.” 
The name may have changed, but 
this is still an organization of men 
who feel circumcision violates their 
personal rights. They are now joined 
by women who also feel circum- 
cision is a violation, as well as by the 
members of a victim’s rights or- 
ganization. COPAC is planning a 
legal challenge to circumcision in 
Canada based on the Security of the 
Person clause of the Canadian con- 
stitution. The organization is inter- 
ested in networking with interested 
individuals and organizations. 

Write to: COPAC, Box 2217, Station 
C., Downsview, Ontario, Canada 
M3N 289. 


SKINS is a fanzine with free ads for 
uncut men who also like to walk on 
the kinky side. Information and a 
free ad coupon are available by 
sending a stamped, self-addressed 
long envelope and statement of age 
(very important!) to: CB&V, Box 
97694, Las Vegas, NV 89193. A 
sample copy of the current issue 

sent by First Class in the USA (plus 
a free ad coupon) can be had for $4. 
(Outside the USA: $6.) 


BUFF has recently revised and up- 
dated its material covering all 
phases of non-surgical foreskin res- 
toration by stretching. To receive the 
revised initial instruction packet, 
send a one-time fee of $2 to cover 
printing and handling, and a self-ad- 
dressed, stamped, long envelope 
with .75 postage (initial info pack 
runs 17 pages) to: BUFF, c/o Jim 
Bigelow, Ph.D., 315 Congress 
Avenue, Pacific Grove, CA 93950. 


RECAP (RECover A Penis) is a 
foreskin restoration support group. 


A GUIDE TO CLUBS & SERVICES 


JF RGANS 


ie pegs a, | Get pmolonalslipper and imatiias — been solliiGad for inde owner support and informa- 
tion on recovering your penis. Many 
are having great success. Learn 
how to start your own local group. 
The group in the greater San Fran- 
cisco Bay Area meets the first Sun- 
day of each month in the afternoon. 
Write: R. Wayne Griffiths, 3205 
Northwood Dr., Suite 209, Concord, 
CA 94520 for information, or call 
415-827-4077 for a recording. 


NATIONAL 

(Note: The following three organiza- 
tions are not gay but are sensitive 
and receptive to gays.) 

NOCIRC is the National Organiza- 
tion of Circumcision Information 
Resource Center. And that’s saying 
a mouthful! However, this academic- 
sounding organ is really action- 
oriented! They are the clearing- 
house for information on just about 
every aspect of circumcision and its 
effects. The have produced a 
pamphlet on foreskin restoration 
that will answer most of your ques- 
tions, including explanations of the 
various types of restoration surgery 
available. For information, send a 
long, self-addressed, stamped en- 
velope to: NOCIRC, Box 2512, San 
Anselmo, CA 94979. 


NOCIRC-NEW JERSEY is an offi- 
cial center of NOCIRC, and publish- 
es a guide to activism for people 
who want to speak out against cir- 
cumcision in America. Send $3 for a 
copy of the guide to: NOCIRC-Nu, 
P.O. Box 562, Lakehurst, NJ 08733- 
0562. 


REMAIN INTACT ORGANIZATION 
is the information arm of Rev. Rus- 
sell Zangger, who sends out tons of 


printed material with religious argu- 


ments against circumcision. Some 
of Rev. Zangger’s mailing envelopes 
might make your local postal carrier 
squeamish (like the one we received 
with a drawing of a baby bleeding 
and screaming from his neo-natal 
circ), but if you like passionate 
protest, by all means get on the 
good preacher’s mailing list. We’ve 
been on it for years and we've never 


been soliticed for funds. However, 
we suggest you include some 
postage with a short note asking for 
a copy of his brochure, “The New 
Covenant.” Send your request to: 
R.1.0., R.R. 2, Box 86, Larchwood, 
IA 51241. 


CALIFORNIA 

SF UNCUT JO CLUB has gather- 
ings for members and guests twice 
a month. For information, contact: 
Jerry Jansen, 249 Capp St., San 
Francisco, CA 94110. 


UNCUT CLUB OF LA hosts pool 
parties, has a Palm Springs outing, 
monthly gatherings, etc. A newslet- 
ter and contact directory is pub- 
lished for members. For information, 
send a stamped, self-addressed en- 
velope to: Club, Box 2842, Los An- 
geles, CA 90078. 


STUDS BBS is the first computer 
bulletin board especially for uncut 
men and admirers. It features siz- 
zling color graphic files, tantalizing 
stories, fun and helpful software 
programs and games, electronic 
mail, and both private and group 
“chat” between members. The 
board runs on a network of IBM- 
compatible 80286 and 80386 com- 
puters, and operates over regular 
telephone at 300 to 9600 baud. 
STUDS has been in continuous 
operation over three years and has 

members around the world. The | 
board is located in San Francisco, 
and operates 24 hours a day, 7 days 
a week. STUDS may be accessed 
by most any computer or terminal 
via standard communications and 
will automatically adjust to your 
modem’s speed when you first con- 
nect. Set the communications 
parameters to 8-N-1 and dial 415- 
495-2929. (A note to computer 
novices: dialing this number con- 
nects you directly to a computer — it 
is not a normal voice line.) 


DISTRICT OF COLUMBIA 
AMICUS (American Men who are In- 
tact Celebrate Uncut Skins) is 
certainly a mouthful! This is a club 
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for the uncut as well as the 
reconstructed man. If you have a 
foreskin and wish to share your 
good fortune with other natural 
males, special events are held 
during the year —in the buff! For 
more information, write to: Tom Witt, 
455 Kimberly Ct., Mechanicsville, 
MD 20659. Call 301-884-8252. 


FLORIDA 

USA-CENTRAL FLORIDA is dedi- 
cated to the interests and well-being 
of uncircumcised men and their ad- 
mirers. We are a social group which 
meets occasionally to share ideas 
and experiences. We have a mem- 
bership roster which is updated 
quarterly. Information and a mem- 
bership application can be obtained 
by sending a stamped, self-ad- 
dressed envelope to: Bryan P. 
Hooper, Box 7464, St. Petersburg, 
FL 33734. 


NEW YORK 

USA-NY is now in its fifth year with 
well over 200 members and an ongo- 
ing calendar of activities each 
month. USA-NY welcomes all inter- 
ested males, 18-45, who have fore- 
skin (or who like them). Every month 
sees a number of activities on the 
club calendar. Special events in- 
clude “uncut only” parties. The club 
has a regular newsletter. You can 
call Gene at (212) 777-4208 or you 
can write for information: USA-NY, 
Box 1050, New York, NY 10156- 
0604. Include a stamped, self-ad- 
dressed envelope when you request 
membership information. (This club 
even has its own t-shirts!) 


Note: If you write to an organization 
and your letter is returned or you do 
not hear from them in a reasonable 
amount of time (perhaps 30 days), 
please let us know. Sometimes we 
are the last to find out when 
organizations cease to operate. 


UNCUT FAX? 


UNCUT is planning a special look at 
foreskinned fax art in an upcoming 
issue. Do you have a favorite piece 
of faxerotica? Send us a copy! No 

copyrighted material, please! 


Fax 1-702-735-9372 
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BREAKING OUT 


5 R 6) M 
For mail order version of Powertool 2 contact Catalina 
Video Direct. $59.00. Hardcore catalogs $10.00. Offer 
valid in most areas. Must be at least 21 years old to 
order. Catalina Video Direct, 6030 Yolanda Avenue, Box 
7016, Tarzana, CA 91357-7016. Or call 818-708-9200. 


Pump itUp 


With the Ultimate Sensuous Sex Device 
Bigger is better! 
The VACU-TECH 
handcrafted enlarge 
ment system will 
give you more to oF 
play with. Make your _ 
cock growtoamaz- —s 
ing proportions. : 

Safe, easy and fun t 

use, our equipment 

is known to be the 

best . Available in deluxe electric or hand 
models. Send for brochure and see size 
champ Scott O'Hara amaze even himself. 


1 O WES! want more informationon VACU- 
1 TECH pumps. Please rush me your photoillus- 1 
! trated brochure. | have enclosed $1 for postage!! 


Signature (| am over 21 years of age) 
Name (Please print neatly) 


Address 


City) 


‘wac U-TECH 
2440 Sixteenth Street #153-2 


sieigtion Davis 


Zales) TLING 


Supercharged stories of si sex in 
the pro wrestling ring by the 
master of hot and sweaty man- 
on-man fiction! 


(The original Wrestling Tales 
illustrated by Rader: “Backstage 
with the Bulldogs,” “Big Boy’s 
Revenge,” “Breaking in Baby 
Face” $5.95+$1 p/h 


(] New! Wrestling Tales 2, 
illustrated by Bill Ward: “Confes- 
sions of a Pro Wrestling Sex 
Slave,” “Interview with the 
Bossman” and “Johnny Laredo” 
Hot off the press! $5.95+$1 p/h 


C] Both! Order both for just 
$12, postage paid! 


name 
address 
city 

state/zip 


signature: 
(I am over 21) 


i Mr. X Press 
Mr. Dept. U, 657 Castro Street 
Press San Francisco, CA 94114 
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UNCUT VIDEO 


Jp. Cadinot’s latest video to reach Freddy Mac, Spanish Harlem Knights (Latino Fan Club) 
our shores is The Traveling Jour- - 3 : i. a ee ms 
neymen, released by YMAC Interna- BY a eee 
tional and Larry Bronco through 
Avalon Video. It lacks Cadinot’s tradi- 
tional VIDEOMO logo, and the 
English title that Avalon markets it 
under doesn’t appear on the tape, 
either. The French title is Le Desir 
en Ballade, and a better English ver- 
sion might be “Ballad of Lust.” The 
journeyman idea refers to a 
vagabond and the traveling com- 
panion he acquires during the story 
rather than to any training status as 
an artisan. 

The opening title montage of 
Gilles Barthelemy, the vagabond, 
walking down a country road with 
his dog cuts abruptly to a two-way 
inside a rustic farm building where 
Gilles, an uncut black stud, is giving 
Jean Philippe Beaufort a blowjob. 
They swap and Gilles slides his un- 
trimmed black dick down Beaufort’s 
throat as Beaufort eagerly pumps 
his own equipment. Fully aroused, 
Beaufort fucks Gilles doggie- 
fashion. Without fill-in lighting, the 
underneath shots leave Gilles’ dark 
ass in shadow, but no matter—that’s 
about the way it would have looked 
had you been there, and Beaufort’s 
thrusting ass and swinging balls will 
hold your attention. Then Gilles lies 
on his back on a bale of hay with his 
legs in the air and Beaufort reams 
him from behind. Beaufort pulls out 
and shoots his load, and Gilles 
beats his fat chocolate meat until he 
erupts a river of thick, creamy 
semen. Their lust sated, they part 
and we follow Gilles and his dog as 
they walk through some park-like 
woods. 

The scene abruptly shifts to a 
couple of cute guys, the Pelletier 
brothers Edouard and Armand, 
played by Jean Francois Chambon 
and Elyes Ardini, leaving their manor 
house for a game of tennis. On the 
way to the courts the younger one, 
Edouard, fakes a stone in his shoe 
and stops to get it out, letting Ar- 
mand go ahead. He races back for a 
tryst with Victor, the gamekeeper 
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(Marco Tazzio), and they disappear 
into a cellar. Victor quickly gets into 
Edouard’s pants and devours the 
tasty tool jutting up from his smooth 
crotch, while Edouard’s hands ex- 
plore the delights of Victor’s inviting 
buns. They trade off and Edouard 
sucks Victor’s cock while beating his 
own meat. They stand and stroke 
each other but don’t dock —a per- 
fect opportunity, but it’s something 
Cadinot’s actors haven't done. 
Victor deep-throats Edouard while 
pumping his own hard-on, and he 
gets Edouard so hot that his penis 
squirts streamers of cum across 
Victor's face. Still not satisfied, 
Edouard fucks Victor, and in this 


tableau Cadinot’s camerawork 
shines, shifting between underneath 
shots and facial closeups. 
Edouard’s and Victor’s angelic faces 
side by side, transfixed in sensual 
rapture, are like a painting by 
Caravaggio brought to life. The un- 
derneath views, warmly, intimately, 
but not clinically lit, could be a 
Renaissance master’s painting of 
two bodies in dynamic sexual union. 
Then Victor fucks Edouard until he 
ejaculates while Victor’s shaft keeps 
thrusting deep in his ass. Victor pulls 
out long enough to shoot his load 
and then shoves his still-dripping 
dick back up Edouard’s pucker. 
Meanwhile, Armand gets im- 
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Carlos Tijera, Spanish Harlem Knights (Latino Fan Club) 


patient and goes looking for 
Edouard. Finding the cellar door 
ajar, he enters to interrupt the pair in 
flagrante delicto and breaks up their 
fun. Armand boxes Edouard’s ears 
and they get back to the chateau 
just as Papa is getting ready to drive 
off in his big, black Citroen. On the 
way out, the car passes Gilles and 
his dog on the way in. They en- 
counter Armand and Edouard, and 
Gilles asks for work. Armand sends 
Gilles off with a servant, Martial, 
played by Claude Busoli, and orders 
naughty Edouard inside. 

In the parlor, contrite Edouard 
gives Armand head and quickly has 
his uncut dick stiff as a ramrod. 
Under the tail of Armand’s shirt we 
see that his crotch is shaved. Ar- 
mand proceeds to fuck Edouard 
from behind, and as he nears climax 
he withdraws and strokes his rigid 
shaft to a gushing orgasm. The view 
of Armand’s ejaculating cock stand- 
ing up from his hairless crotch is 
one of the many visual delights of 
the film. 

Meanwhile, in the servants 
quarters Martial gives Gilles and his 
dog some food and then provides a 
bath for Gilles. The scene evokes a 
bit of the feeling of the “Tender 
Friends” episode in Dream Boys, 
but doesn’t develop. Just as the pair 
start playing with each other and 
Martial goes down on Gilles, Ar- 
mand summons Martial to serve din- 
ner. 

While serving Edouard and Ar- 
mand, Martial spills soup in 
Edouard’s lap and they retreat to the 
pantry where Martial begins clean- 
ing the mess off Edouard’s white 
pants, bulging with his conspicuous 
hard-on. Martial makes Edouard 
take off his pants, and calls in Gilles, 
who is passing by the window. Mar- 
tial applies discipline to Edouard’s 
bare buns with a leather belt. 
Edouard responds by sucking 
Martial’s inviting, uncircumcised 
cock. Gilles continues strapping 
Edouard’s ass and pumping his stiff 
erection from behind. Martial is 
called away by Armand, leaving 


_ Gilles to suck Edouard’s cock. The 
pair are kissing in a passionate 
__ clench as the episode abruptly 


ends. 
The scene shifts to the parlor, 


_ where Edouard and Armand in 


pajamas are finishing their liqueur. 
Armand goes upstairs to bed where 
he begins masturbating as he tosses 
and turns restlessly while fantasizing 
a brotherly threeway in the attic with 
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a crony, Charles, played by Jean 
Jacques Elineau. Charles boasts a 
long, straight cock tipped by a 
pointed glans. He strokes it while 
the brothers work each other over. 
Armand forces Edouard to suck his 
dick and then brutally plows his ass 
from behind while Edouard deep- 
throats Charles. They climax and the 
fantasy scene ends as Armand gets 
his rocks off in the bedroom. 

After Armand drains his balls, he 
hears the sounds of Edouard and 
Gilles screwing. Killjoy that he is, he 
pulls on his pajama bottom and 
heads for the action. On finding 
Edouard shooting his load over 
Gilles’ ass, he breaks up their fun 
and cuffs Edouard on the ears. 

Next morning, Armand gets no 
response when he calls Martial, so 
he goes down to the servants 
quarters. Discovering Martial naked 
in bed with Gilles, Armand summari- 
ly banishes Gilles. As Gilles walks off 
with his dog, Edouard catches up 
and goes along to escape his tyran- 
nical brother. When darkness over- 
takes them, they bed down in the 
loft of a storeroom by a detached 
kitchen on the farm. 


In the morning, a gorgeous young 
villager (whom | couldn't identify in 
the cast) rings the bell to summon 
Sebastien, a cute farm boy (Assan 
Ariana), for some milk. Sexy Sebas- 
tien, wearing baggy one-piece over- 
alls that temptingly reveal his 
charms, responds and fills his con- 
tainer with milk. The villager can’t ig- 
nore the attractions inside 
Sebastien’s overalls and checks out 
his buns as Gilles and Edouard 
watch from the loft. 

The villager slips Sebastien’s over- 
alls off and Sebastien drops his 
visitor’s pants to play with his 
asscheeks. The villager goes down 
on Sebastien and skins back his 
own slab of meat in anticipation of 
pleasure to come. Sebastien 
spreads his partner’s cheeks and 
delicately rims his hairless asshole. 
They stand and rub their cocks 
together slit to slit but miss the op- 
portunity to dock. Then Sebastien’s 
lips and tongue caress his buddy's 
slick red glans before he takes it up 
the ass. The underneath shots of 
these two hairless asses as they 
fuck are unforgettable. Sebastien is 
so hot that his balls are out of sight, 
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his scrotum shrunken in tight folds 
across the root of his penis. The vil- 
lager withdraws and spatters 
Sebastien’s buttocks with rivulets of 
sperm before reentering to prod his 
prostate to climax. 

After the villager leaves, Sebastien 
is scrubbing the floor when Denis, 
the greengrocer, arrives with fresh 
vegetables. In no time Sebastien’s 
overalls are down again and Denis’ 
urgent erection is out of his pants 
and into Sebastien’s eager mouth. 
Denis wastes no time in burying his 
penis deep in Sebastien’s rectum. 
Their coupling is the hottest part of 
this video. Denis’ first penetration 
with Sebastien on all fours is brilliant- 
ly photographed from underneath, 
his cockhead parting Sebastien’s 
asslips to receive the full length of 
Denis’ shaft right up to his hairy 
balls. He pulls out completely and 
thrusts back in again and again. The 
closeup side view as Denis’ rigid 
hard-on snaps out of Sebastien’s 
ass to plunge back in again, un- 
guided, is fabulous. After the last 
stroke, Denis withdraws and pumps 
himself to climax in about six 
strokes, spilling his sperm on 


Sebastien’s buttocks. 

Still unsated, Denis fucks Sebas- 
tien on his back, holding his legs in 
the air. Again, the underneath se- 
quences of Denis’ densely hairy 
perineum and scrotum as he thrusts 
against Sebastien’s hairless ass are 
brilliant. Sebastien masturbates to 
climax before Denis’ cock squirts 
another load over his scrotum. Then 
the insatiable Denis sprawis in a win- 
dow seat and Sebastien sits on his 
unflagging erection, using his ass to 
bring Denis to climax again. As 
Denis approaches climax, Sebastien 
lifts off, his widespread asslips hover- 
ing over Denis’ erection as he jerks 
off a third orgasm. Virtuoso sex! 

When Denis leaves, Sebastien 
continues scrubbing the floor. Gilles 
wanders in and finds him, and 
Denis’ show-it-all overalls are on the 
floor again. Denis is giving Gilles 
head as Gilles plays with his ass 
when Edouard arrives and makes it 
a hot threeway. Edouard squeezes 
the juice of a tomato down 
Sebastien’s back and Gilles slurps it 
from his buns and asscrack. Then 
the pair find a huge cucumber 
among the vegetables and Gilles 
reams Sebastien’s ass with it, paus- 
ing now and then to let Edouard’s in- 
satiable dick take its place. 
Sebastien jerks off to climax after 
Edouard decorates his ass with 
sperm, but we're left to guess that 
Gilles pumped his load down 
Sebastien’s throat sometime during 
the action. 

Gilles and Edouard hit the road 
again, pausing to wash their clothes 
in a stream and frolic in the water. 
As they begin beating off, Jean, a 
crayfisher (Bruno de Walberg), 
comes wading along the stream. He 
soon has Edouard’s dick (now with 
pubic hair intact!) down his throat, 
but a sudden thunderstorm inter- 
rupts, so they retreat to Jean’s cot- 
tage where they are soon sucking 
and fucking in comfort. Edouard 
squirts his sperm on Jean’s ass 
before Gilles plows it, withdrawing to 
ejaculate as Edouard looks on, 
entranced. Finally, Jean gets a turn 
at fucking Gilles doggie-style, pulling 
out at climax to decorate Gilles’ 
dusky ass with ribbons of white 
semen like frosting on a chocolate 
cake. The video ends as Gilles and 
Edouard hit the road again, off, we 
hope, to more sexual adventures as 
exciting as those we've seen in The 
Traveling Journeymen. 

This is very fine Cadinot. Even 
though there are no subtitles and 
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SOURCES 

THE TRAVELING JOURNEYMEN (LE DESIR EN BALLADE) 

Directed by Jean-Daniel Cadinot. Cast: Jean-Francois Chambon (Edouard 
Pelletier), Gilles Barthelemy (the vagabond), Elyes Ardini (Armand Pelletier), 
Marco Tazzio (Victor, the gamekeeper), Jean Philippe Beaumont (Gaetan, a 
villager), Bruno de Walberg (the crayfisher), Claude Busoli (Martial, the 
Pelletier’s farmhand), Jean Jacques Elineau (the brothers’ fantasy pal), An- 
gelo Despaz (Denis, the greengrocer), Assan Ariana (Sebastien, a farmhand), 
Gerard Memours (Papa Pelletier), another villager not credited. Music by 
Myriam Zadek. Running time: 106 minutes. 


SPANISH HARLEM KNIGHTS 


Brian Brennan (director, producer); 1991, 240 minutes (2 cassettes); stars: 
Julio Nieves, Rico Sauve, Freddy Mac, Raphael Bonito, Tony Fontana, T.J. 
Colon, Carlos Tijera, M. Vic Mann, Jason Robles, Ricky Reynaldo, Jorge 
Fuentes, Gilberto Goya, Paco Ruiz, Jose Pelos, Flaco Cabezon, Tony Vanilla, 
Benji Vicente, Geronimo Mateo, Valentino, Jamie Pantalla, Angelina Cortez. 
$119.90 plus $3.50 shipping. Signed statement of age required. Brochure 
available. Bryan Services Corp., Box 139, Dept U., New York, NY 10073. 


my conversational French is not ade- 
quate to follow the dialogue, | had 
no trouble following the story line. 
Filmed on location, The Traveting 
Journeymen achieves a level of 
realism and plausibility that is un- 
usual in video erotica today. The idyl- 
lic surroundings and tranquil setting 
are ideal for introducing sexual situa- 
tions, and Cadinot’s beautiful guys 
create a feeling of spontaneous sen- 
sual pleasure that is a delight to 
watch. The high-tech approach that 
dominates the gayporn video in- 
dustry on this side of the Atlantic is 
slighted by Cadinot, so the editing is 
occasionally abrupt and continuity 
between episodes is disrupted, but 
this in no way detracts from the 
sexual impact of his films. In fact, 
they permit a level of realism that is 
rarely achieved in the artificial 
climate of a modern sound stage. 
The camera work is completely 
up to Cadinot’s usual high stand- 
ards. His full-body and facial 
closeups have an artistic quality un- 
paralleled in video erotica. He has a 
very special way with underneath 
shots. They reveal as nothing else 
could the intimacy of male anatomy 
interacting in sexual union. Every 
frame is a beautifully composed, per- 
fectly balanced work of art, with 
none of the glaring, clinical lighting 
favored by many domestic 
producers. His soft lighting is just as 
revealing, just as intimate, and 
makes the viewer feel like a par- 
ticipant in sex, not just an observer. 
As always, Cadinot’s performers 
are nice to look at, well-hung, mostly 
untrimmed, horny, and eager for 
sex. No limp-dick syndrome here, 
and sex is always skin-to-skin. In the 
portrait closeups during orgasm 
their ecstatic expressions show that 


these guys are really enjoying sex— 
none of the grimacing that passes 
for orgasmic rapture in so many 
domestic releases. Shaved crotches 
are unusual in Cadinot’s work, but 
there are some exceptionally 
smooth asses and hairless 
perineums among this cast. The 
resulting contrast serves to em- 
phasize the paradox of what is 
sexually exciting. We all know that 
pubic hair is a powerful sexual sig- 
nal, one this reviewer finds especial- 
ly arousing, but a smooth crotch 
can make a hairy one even more ex- ~ 
citing. In Assan Ariana’s scene with 
Angelo Despaz, Assan’s smooth 
balls and hairless perineum make 
Angelo’s abundantly hairy balls and 
ass-crack seem doubly erotic as 
their bodies unite in sex. 

The background music by Myriam 
Zadek provides just the right roman- 
tic touch to complement this gem. 
The Traveling Journeymen is one of 
Cadinot’s finest efforts. 

—Peter Leko 


Spanish Harlem Knights is epic 
gayporn, a sprawling landscape of 
emotions that never journeys 
beyond the geographic boundaries 
of the title but encompasses univer- 
sal truths about the human condi- 
tion. While the videos of Brian 
Brennan have, in the past, been ex- 
ercises in melding pop culture with 
steamy Puerto Rican sexuality — with 
a sensibility straight from MTV — this 
time out Brennan has gone for a - 
completely naturalistic drama and 
characters plucked right out of life’s 
supplemental catalogue. 

It takes four hours to tell this 
story. It doesn’t ramble or repeat it- 
self, like Brennan’s earlier Boys Be- 
hind Bars, but lays out a carefully 


considered series of characters and 
situations, which, when completed, 
create a simple but effective design. 

There’s lots of pathos, very little 
melodrama or cynicism, and a hell 
of a lot of sex in this compelling 
story, which manages to simul- 
taneously play on two levels. 

Vic, a Caucasian photographer in 
the Bronx, who weighs in at slightly 
less than a double-door refrigerator, 
specializes in photographing 
Hispanic and Puerto Rico guys for 
skin magazines. If this guy wasn’t 
completely dominated by his own 
gonads, he’d be a diamond broker 
on The Street. 

His middle-aged white friends are 
a mixed lot: an artist, Brian, who oc- 
casionally uses Vic’s models for life 
drawings, and a self-appointed 
talent scout, Tony Montana, who 
sends hunky young Rican studs he’s 
met to Vic after he diddles them. 

If the setup sounds patronizing 
and colonialist, it is. This is, after all, 
the world of the haves and the have- 
nots, a post-modern society where 
white people have the money and 
status that non-whites do not. Even 
in this geographically-specific sub- 
strata of the Great Society, the rules 


of a class society have trickled down. 


The Caucasian characters are not 
so broadly drawn as to be readily 
cast as villains; indeed, the anti- 
social acts (theft, drug dealing) 
originate among the Puerto Rican 
characters themselves. But rumbling 
under this story like the relentless 
subway is the inescapable question 
of exploitation, unanswered but un- 
deniable. How far does exploitation 
reach —into your own living room, 
perhaps? 

Counterpoint to the white men are 
the Puerto Ricans who are at the 
center of their lives: Julio, an in- 
gratiating youth who appears to be 
hopelessly irresponsible; Rico 
Sauve, a street-wise, seemingly con- 
scientious, but ultimately manipula- 
tive lothario; Freddy Mac, the 
personification of innocence thrown 
to the wolves; and Diablito (Little 
Devil), the thief. 

Surrounding these characters is 
an army of Latinos: casual per- 
formers who appear for a single sex 
scene as well as subtextural charac- 
ters who move the action along, or 
who provide sympathetic ears. 
There are good guys, bad guys, and 
just guys. 

On the Caucasian side, it’s busi- 
ness as usual for the main charac- 
ters. Vic coaxes a young fashion 


model, Freddy Mac, who has been 
sent to him for some legit portfolio 
photography, to pose for underwear 
photos with promises of future 
modeling assignments and the un- 
derstanding that the fee for the 
professional pix will be waived. “You 
can make thousands of dollars 
modeling underwear.” 

A few snaps in some see-through 
briefs leads to an offer of cash-on- 
the-spot for a couple of buck-naked 
shots. That eventually leads to a 
blow-job with the corpulent Vic 
trying to swallow whole one of the 
thickest dicks in gayporndom. 

Vic call ’em like he sees ’em: 
“Jeeze, what a fucking piece of 
meat!” 

Tony Montana, on the other hand, 
never manhandles the young studs 
he pays to pose or wrestle or fuck 
for him. A white-haired gentleman 
who favors all-white clothes, he 
shares socio-ethnic sentiments with 
Vic. His favorite expression is ‘I’m 
really getting my money’s worth 
now!” He holds his Puerto Rican 
conquests in a mixture of awe and 
contempt: he can afford to hire them 
to satiate his particular sexual pas- 
sion, but he can not maintain a 
relationship with one and, the bot- 
tom line, he can never be them. 

On the one hand, there is extraor- 
dinary honesty in Montana’s deal- 
ings with these guys. He spells out 
what he wants them to do, and they 
agree for the fee —there is no coer- 
cion. The passion these guys dis- 
play for each other is germane to 
Montana’s sexual fulfillment. 

At its purest, it is commerce — 
supply and demand, with mutually 
agreed-upon conditions and conces- 
sions. 

On the other hand, there is ob- 
vious contempt on Montana’s part 
for both his hirelings and for sex it- 
self. “You can look at some of these 
pussy videos, if you want. Here’s 
one, pussies getting fucked in the 
ass, do ya like that?” 

His is a sexless encounter; he sits 
in a chair and watches the guys he 
has hired having sex with each 


_ other, he doesn’t even masturbate. 


It is the epitome of colonialism. 

He tells Vic, during a phone con- 
versation about a new guy he has 
found, Rico Sauve, “You'd be 
surprised at the guys you can get if 
you offer them some money, guys 
who are fathers, real macho types, 
construction workers...” etc. 

Vic’s other friend, Brian, the artist, 
is the gentlest of the Caucasian char- 


acters. He has a farcical episode 
with a model that underscores the 
nature of his character: Vic sends 
over a young Puerto Rican model 
(Julio, the centerpiece of Spanish 
Harlem Knights) for Brian to draw. 
The model, used to being stripped 
down and sucked off, doesn’t under- 
stand that all Brian wants is to 
sketch his youthful physique. Julio 
has Automatic Boner syndrome; he 
automatically gets a boner when he 
pulls down his pants. 

Brian’s gentle rejoinders, “This 
won't do at all,” and “This isn’t work- 
ing out,” have little effect on the 
skyward-aimed organ threatening to 
erupt. When Brian leaves the room 
to get the model’s money so as to 
send him on his way, Julio’s hot pis- 
tol fires across the room, splashing 
a stream of cream across the half- 
finished drawing. 

Julio may be the personification 
of the hot young Puerto Rican at 
loose ends. There is a mystery 
about him that we do not fully com- 
prehend until a specific revelation 
midway through the second cas- 
sette. On the surface, he seems just 
a mixture of sexual energy and dis- 
enfranchised youth, a kind of ex- 
ploited Puerto Rican boytoy. You 
know the type: hot, hung, and al- 
ways horny; fucks all night and 
sleeps-in half the morning; can’t find 
a job and can't keep his hands off 
his dick; first in line when someone 
says, ‘‘Let’s party.” 

Right after we first meet Julio, he 
gets kicked out of the place where 
he’s staying by an obnoxious white 
guy named Tony Vanilla. If Julio is a 
little casual about his life plans, Tony 
Vanilla is the kind of slime that could 
turn a card-carrying Mormon into an 
axe-murderer. When he comes in 
and finds Julio still in bed — what, it 
must be ten-thirty? — he lets loose 
with a barrage of not-very-suppor- 
tive sentiments: “You asshole 
motherfucker, I’ve had it! | don’t owe 
you anything! Get your stuff and get 
out, you worthless motherfucker!” 

To get down to cases, that “I 
don’t owe you anything!” defense 
speaks volumes. It means Julio has 
to put out for Tony Vanilla and is still 
expected to become a responsible . 
member of society, get a job, help 
pay the bills — kinda like a wife. But 
in whoredom, wives are treated 
much better and at least have a few 
rights. In Julio's Spanish Harlem, the 
have-nots are expected to want to 
bed down with one of these decrepit 
(continued on page 8) 
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GAY ACTION HOTLINE: 


Call Now To Meet The Baddest Guys Around! 


1-900-468-7100 


$2 per minute, adults over 21 only. 


Proud of your natural 
heritage? Want to show the 
world what sets you off from 


play them here so the world 


Ron, both photos this page, a 
regular reader from Santa Ana, 
California, says he likes stretch- 
ing his skin a lot as well as to 
have someone nibble on it or 
dock with it. Ron says he has a 
lot of skin to share with the right 
skin-slurper. 


other men? Send in your best 
photos to Uncut and we'll dis- 


SHOW US YOUR SKIN! 


can note yet another natural 

man! Photos should be clear 
and bright and reveal only as 
much of yourself as you wish 
to reveal. Sign your name on 
the back of your photo. If 


you'd like your photo 
returned, please include a 
stamped, self-addressed 
envelope. Send your snaps 
to: Editorial Office, Box 
97635, Las Vegas, NV 89193. 
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Jonn, photo right, says he always 
appreciates a good nibble on his 
overhang, but best of all likes a 
talented tongue that knows how to 
dig in under the skin and dig out the 
cheese. 


Our Southern California reader, 
photos below, says his uncut tube- 
steak fills out to a heafty eight inches 
when it’s got the fever. 
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Jert (photo below), a Southern reader, likes to keep his crotch hair trimmed 
to a stubble and his foreskin hanging, as you can see, which he achieves by 
pulling on it every chance he gets. 


Carlos (both photos above) says 
nothing makes him or his uncut 
lovepole happier than to watch it dis- 
appear down a gringo’s throat. Carlos 
is a carpenter in Southern California 
and never wears underwear. That 
way, he says, a lot of skinhunters can 
tell his pole’s unclipped. 
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Pai, photo left, is a reader from 
Canada, where he says uncut cocks 
are more common than in the States. 
Part French, part Dutch, Paul likes to 
exercise his skin twice a day to keep 
it loose. Sometimes he gets a buddy 
to help him. 


Marco, photos left and below, is a security 
guard who says his uncut nightstick always 
comes in handy when he’s trying to maintain 
order. Afew pokes with this and even the rowdiest 
are saying “Yes, sir!” in no time. 
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